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A OURIOUS ccrLMDony ushered in the eighteenth \ 
t’ciuiiry in l'’nglaiKl. By the old calendar the new 
cenuiry began on ilie ayih of March 1700, and on 
iln: evening ol ihe 2.yth an inaugural pageant, in the 
l<)rin of a Kind of allegorical ballet, was produced at 
Drury I.anc, jU'inted copies being ‘deliver’d Gratis 
at the 'I'luMtie The moving spirits in the affair 
seem tohavc been Drytleii and Vanbrugh, and probably 
(lolley Gibber. 'I'lie text \v:ts published again in 
ftinc with the title, ‘A Secular Masque’, and the 
information that it had been ‘ Written by the late 
G’reat Poet Mr. Dry den, just before his Death, being 
the List of bis Works ’. The masque, in itself and 
because of the circumstances of its origin, is one 
of the most remarkable ‘documents’ in the history 
of criticism. Its interest is its self-consciousness. It 
miglit plausibly be described as a post moftem by the 
age upon itself. It is a deliberate and considered 
epitome of the civilization of the preceding hundred 
years; aiul it exlubits for the bust time that quality, 
or combination of qualttie.s, which had distinguished 
their literature. JG'om one point of view, indeed, 
ilic poem may he uti - a. pUce de justification. The 

declamation by Diana beginning, 

Willt I lorns and with Hounds I waken the Day, 

And liyc to my Woodland walks away : 

1 luck up my Robe, and am buskined soon, 

And tye to my J'’orehead a wexlng Moon, 
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and the more femiliar lines to Mars, 

Thy Sword within the Scabbard keep, 
And Jet Mankind agree j 
Better the World were fast asleep, 
Than kept awake by Thee, 


are especially significant. They have, to the full, 
the vigour and the concision which arc tlie rule in 
Dryden’s verse ; and they have the lyrical note, an 
Elizabethan aftertaste, which is the exception. Tt is 
at once a coinpndium of the achievements of the past 
and a challenge to the fiuvre. From another jwliit 
of view the poem is a confc.ssion of failure. Its 
interest from this aspect is that it is a dccJaratioJi of 
the bankruptcy of the Restoration ideals by the poet 
who had most successfully embodied them. A frame- 
work is provided, in the manner of the time, by 
a number of mythological figures— Diana, Mar.s, 
Venus, Monuis, Janus, Cbronos; but except as a 
fiamework the riramntis persomertxe irrelevant. T'hc 
real subject of the ‘ Secular Mast/ne ’ i.v the retro- 
spective criticism which is implied in the title. 'J'he 
earlier years of the century — 

A very Merry, Dancing, Drinking, 

Laughing, Quaffing, and unthinking I'ime, 

c^e represented by Diana. A shabby and disillusioned 
Mars presides over the Civil Wars — 


The Fools arc only thinner, 

With all our Cost and Care; 

But neither side a winner, 

For Things are as they were. 

And the Restoration and after, when ‘ Toy rul’d tin 
Day, and Love the Night is under the aegis o 
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Vctuis. Il is, however, Monius, who may he assumed 
to represent Drytlcn himself, who pronounces the 
verdiet : — 

All, all, of a piece throughout; 
Pointing to Diat/it, Thy Chase hail a Beast in View ; 

to Mars. Thy Wais brought nothing about ; 
to FeiJHs, T'hy Lovers were all untrue. 

And Janus and Chronos chime in: — 

’Tis well an Old Age is out. 

And time to begin a New. 

k is evident that Orydeii recognized that a revo- 
lution was in the air (in thought even more than in 
politics), which he welcomed, although he could not 
formtitate it. I'lie outlines are clearer to-day, In 
jioliiical terms the seventeenth century had been an 
epoch of expansion. 'I'he ‘New’ age, which Dryden 
prophesied but did not live to share, was to be an 
epoch ol concentration, and the new literature was 
tne suave and ordered literature which is the inevit- 
able, if not always the e.ssential, exprcs.sion of such 
a period, It was Aiigiustaii) with all that word implies 
ol' poli.sh and grace, mannerisms and supcrlicialitic.s. 
In one direction, indeed, the new century rcp-csciitcd 
only a weakening of the" old tjualiiics, a watering down 
almost. It was sophisticated, where the Restoration 
had been sceptical, an age ol gallantry following upon 
one of .sensuality ; it was rationalistic, where the 
Restoration had been intellectual, hypocritical where 
that had been brutal, 'I'hc ideal ceased to be the 
‘ wit ‘ a Compound ’, in Farqiihar’s words, ‘ ol 
practical Rake and speeulaiivc Gentleman’; it be- 
eaiiic, in a rellecdon of the hoMivts hoinuis^ of the 
French, the ‘ man of sense A contempt Ibr insin- 
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cei'ity was common to hoth cciitiirics; but the con- 
tempt which had been confined to the insincerity 
which consists in a distrust of the senses, to the 

Reason, an Igtiis fattms of the Mind, 

Which leaves the Light of Nairn c, Sense, behind, 

was transferred, with a foss ol’ logic, to tlic ‘cnilui- 
siasm ’ in which a half-hearted rationalism found its 
antithesis. In fitcraturc the change consisted primarily 
in a dimimition of iincnsiiy; it is the diirerence be- 
tween Rochester’s 

Dear 5 from thine Arms then let me (lie, 

That my fantastick Mind may j)mve, 
TheTounents it cicscivc.s to try, 

That tears my fixl Heart fiom my Love, 

and Prior's 

What Nymph shouM I admire, or Inisl, 

But Cloe Beauteous, CIoc Just? 

What Nymph should I desiie to see, 

But Her who Jcavc.s the Plain for Me? 

To Whojn slioii'd I compose the I ,ay, 

But Her who listens, when 1 jJay ? 

As verse there is much to be .said for Jh'iin’.s lines; 
as noetry they arc imnK‘u.siiriibly inferior, But the 
difference is one, not of hind, but of degree ; R<jches. 
ter's ‘fantastick Mind’, reduced in the poetic .scale, 
is not far from the whimsicality ofPrior. A revolu- 
tion of taste lies between the two poems; hnt it i.s 
a comparatively domestic revoliiiion ; it has left i))c 
essentials where they were. 

The eighteenth century wa.s, in this sense, :tit 
emasculated reproduction of the Restoration ; but it 
was something more. The rococo preitificaiions, 
which have been popularized by the de Gtmcouris in 



France atul by Ausun Dobson in l''nglaiKl, aic at the 
bcsi a balf-irnih, A profound seriousness was not 
less typical of ilie age. I'licre was Young as well 
as Prior, Wesley as well as Horace Walpole. It is 
true the period was not serious in the nineteenth' 
century sense j that is to say, it was not solemn. A 
seriousness which reposes as securely upon its con- 
victions can dispense with solemnity. 'I'he impor- 
tance ol'the eighteenth ccninry from this aspect is its 
discovery, or rediscovery, ol'whaL can only be called 
the social sense. The seventeenth century, as a 
whole, had been vigorously and aggressively indi- 
vidnalisiic. The society which is mirrored in Restora- 
tion literature, and particularly in the Restoration 
comedies, is still in a state oC nature; love is a battle 
ol’the sexes. The individual, with his oddities and 
eccentricities, is cmphasi/.cd ; the milien is overlo()ked. 
Satire, instead of being a criticisin of the individual 
upon his failure to conform to a social norm, tends to 
become the expression ol a ner.sonal hostility ; essen- 
tially, it is invective. Witli the eighteenth century 
the emphasis changes altogether. A detail, which is 
signillcantly typical, is the contrast of the points of 
view of two opponents of the duel in the two periods. 
For the Restoration there Is Rochester’s epigram, 

Mecrly ibr Safety, alter 1-amc they tlur.st ; 

For all Men would be Cowards if they durst; 

for the elgluccnth century there is Steele’s objection 
in the Tntler to ‘a Custom which all Men wish 
exploded, iho’ no Man has Courage enough to resist 
it ’, 'Pile reasoning is the same in both cases, but the 
underlying motives arc exactly opposite ; Rochcstei s 
is the protest of the individual, Steeles is that of 



ociety. There is the same antithesis i>^ pessi 
iiistic philosophies that are to some extent: character 
Stic of both the ‘ New ’ andL the ‘ Old 
)essiniism ol the eighteenth century found its nios 
renchaiit expression in Swift’s ‘ I cannot bvit conclnd. 
he Bulk of your Natives to be the most: perniciou 
hice of little odious Vermin tliat Nature ever sufferei 
() crawl upon the Surface of' the Earth *• 
ilways remembered that the vices which elicited th 
t^erdicc of tltc King of Brobdingnag were Parliamer 
arianism, militarism, sectariaiiism, high finance in 
word, the social vices. The pessimism of tbe Restor; 
ion was more profound : — 

Were I, who lo my cost, already am, 

Ouc of those strange, prodigious Creatures Man ; 

A Spirit free, lo choose for my own share. 

What sort of Flesh and Blood I pleas'd to wear, 

Ttl be a Dog, a Monitey or a Bear. 

The enemy, then, was not man the ‘ political animal 
but the human reason itself. 

In the eighteenth centux'y it was the group, 
which the individual tvas only a unit, vyhich car 
first, and as a consequence a new qtiality was d 
velopcd. It may be called a heightened social co 
sciousnc.ss, a sensitiveness at once to cite claims 
one’s neighbours, and to aix abstract ideal of ordi 
In politics the change was reflected in an increase 
the national sell-consciousness; John Bull ^yas 
cightcciuh-ccntury invention. In the drama it cc 
jiirccl into being the dismrfliug spirit which we nt 
call ‘ scinimcnuilism ’. 
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Charles I-ainib’s essay ‘ On the Artificial Coinccly 
of the last Century ’ has been tlisparaged by the 
critics because oi'a certain exaggeration of emphasis. 
It is still, however, the most acute analysis we have 
of the 'tdea^ the (|uicltlity, of Restoration comedy. 
It is the essence, Lamb saw, of the comedies o( 
Congreve and his companions,' not that they arc 
indecent, not that they are cynical, but that they 
arc deliberately pa.ssionlcss and artilicial,, ‘a specu- 
lative scene of things, which has no reference what- 
ever to the world that is’. Foppington and Horner, 
Dorimani and I'ore.sight, arc not the habitants of this 
earth, but of'an aerial, fantastic fairyland. We cannot 
identify onnselves in their escapades, and we have no 
ambition to emulate their extra vagancc.s. It is true 
that we are willing to accept them for the moment, 
but it is as hyjiotheses, not as actualities; as figures of 
the fancy, not less mythical and not less remote than 
the centaur or the sphinx. 

'Die revolution whicli ‘ sentimentalism ’ cfTcctcd 
was precisely to exile from the theatre this happy-go- 
lucky, butterfly existence. It brought back a sense 
of responsibility into the dramatic world. It invited 
the spectator to come up again on to the stage, and to 
rccogni/c in the dramal 'isS personae his brothers and 
sister.s — people confronted with the same problems as 
himself, paralysed by the same weaknesses, redeemed 
by the same gcncro.sitics. ‘Sentimentalism’ meant 
the return of what wc may call .sympathy to the 
theatre; it restored to comedy the humanity which 
the Restoration had suppressed. 'Fhe earlier dramatists 
had created characters in whom their audience could 
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only hulf believe in situations in which it w.is impos- 
sible to believe at all. With Hoyden and Sir I'linbelly 
in their country house, with Lady WLshlbrt at her 
toilette, with Horner and his china, tlicrc is no i]uos- 
tion of probability at all. It is irrelevant and dis- 
turbing, and the defiance of the probaliilities is one 
of the principal sources of the pkjuaney of these 
episodes. In the sentimental comedies of Cibber and 
Steele the cjuestion of probability is everything. Ii 
is essential to their success that we can believe ii" 
and identify ourselves with the characters they itavi 
created. We must be able to put our.sclves in tin 
place of Sir Charles i^hisy when he discovers hi; 
wife’s stcinkirk on his head. We must be induect 
to sympathize with Bevil’s refitsal to (iglu his due 
with Myrtle. 

‘Sentimentalism ' has been defined by iV1 r. Allardyc' 
Nicoll as ‘ the presentation of a moral problem am 
again as ‘the relating of art to lile ; the return t 
a highly artificial love of natural scenery and rura 
laiulscapc ; and the deliberate enunciation of a nioni 
or social problem Mr. Bernbaum, on the otlic 
hand, in his extremely valuai)le investigation, ‘I'L 
IDmma of Seusihility, has limited ‘ the mainspring ( 
sentimentalism ’ to a ‘ confidence in the goodness ( 
average human nature There is nothing to ohjm 
to in either of these definitions, except perhaj 
Mr. NicoU’s introduction of ‘ natural scenery an 
rural landscape’, which are among the sympton 
rather than the sources of the .scniimeiual point i 
view. But the implications of the definitions a 
wider than their authors .seem to have realized. I'l 
rise ol ‘ senrimenta)i.sm * coincided with the aitael 
of Jeremy Collier and his fellow moralists on tl 



inimoniliiy and profluicncss ofchc stage. U lulonbtedly 
the sentimental drainadsts sympathized with these 
attacks. Cibber applauds Collier in liis yj^ology, and 
Steele, in assailing Ethcrege in 2" he Spectator, was 
only carrying Collier’s programme to its logical 
conclusion. It is easy to understand the source ol 
this sympathy. 'I'he sentimental dramatists, by once 
again making comedy a mirror ol life, had necessarily 
brought into it the moral laws whicli govern life. 
But the movemems, none the less, were distinct and 
not the same. I'hcrc is no reason to believe that 
Collier ever approved of any of the sentimental 
comedies; it is certain that he disapproved of the 
highly sentimental ]j)ve's Last Shift of Cibber. It 
will be remembered that Macaulay, the advocate of 
Collier, was of the opinion that the indecency of 
Restoration comedy, ‘ though perpetually such as is 
condemned not less by the rules of good taste than 
by those ol morality, is not, in our opinion, so dis- 
graceful a fault as its singularly inhuman spirit 
In drawing this distinction, however, Macaulay was 
unconsciou.sly parting company with Collier. As 
a moralist Collier was indillcrent to the inhumanity 
of the Restoration dramatists; it was their indecency 
to which he objected. But if the distinction would 
have secmctl irrelevant to him, it would have been 
welcomed by the sentimental dramatists, 'flic truth 
is that Cibber and Steele, like Macaulay himself, 
were humanitarians first of all. The decency or 
indecency ol their plays was a secondary considera- 
tion. And as a matter of fact, as was pointed our by 
the acute Dennis, ‘sentimentalism ’ had its own im- 
morality, ‘Obscenity’, Dennis remarked, ‘cannot 
be very dangerous, bccau.se it is rude and shocking; 
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but Love is a Passion ; which is so agreeable to the 
movements of corrupted Nature, that by seeing it 
livelily touched and often represented, an Amorous 
disposition insensibly insinuates itself into tlie chastest 
Breast’. Cibber and Steele were not infrequently 
guilty of this immorality. Steele, indeed, under the 
disguise of a ‘ Constant JReader condemned his own 
Canipley for precisely this reason. ‘ I wa.s last Nigh i 
he wrote in The Spectator, ‘at the Funeral, where 
a Confident Lover in the Play, speaking ol' hl.>i 
Mistress, erics out — Oh that Harriot ! to fold thc.se 
Arms about the Waste of that Bcaiiicou.s strugling 
and at last yielding Fair ! Such an Xmage a.s thi: 
ought, by no means, to be presented to a Chaste aiu 
Regular Audience.’ In later editions cF The Funoa 
the passage was cut down to, ‘ Oh that J larriot ' u 
embrace that Beauteous — ’. The celebrated stcinkir) 
scene in The Careless Husband, one of the pinnacle 
of sentimental comedy, suffered in much the .sam 
way for much the same reason. ‘There is .somethin 
too gross', observed the amiable Derrick, ecboin 
apparently the opinions prevailing in the middle ( 
the century, ‘ in shewing Sir Charle.s hlasy an 
Edging asleep in a bed-ciiambcr ; and though 
furnishes an incident that illustrates the ebaracii 
of Lady Easy, decency would forgive the exhibition 
At Dublin the feeling went so iiir that r,ady Ea; 
was Introduced ‘ as it seeing this scene at a di.stanc 
so that they are not brought forward ; but fi 
Charles caters with the handkerchici' in liw ban 
and the reflections that are put into his mouth vei 
naturally follow : the conlusion of I'-dging is sul 
ciently shewn in her running aero.s,s tlie Singe wlr 
the bell rings ’. pThe fact is that the primary objt 
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of ‘ soluimcnuilisni ’ was to humani/c the drama, 
whereas the primary object of Collier was to make 
it didactic. Unlbrtunatcly, neither Steele nor Cibber 
nor any ol' their folio wers defined to themselves what 
they were doing. In h’ngland a revolution, whether 
it is in literature or in politics, is rarely self-conscious. 
In consecjucncc one sometimes gets the impres.sIon 
that the sentimental dramatists looked upon them- 
selves as the disciples of Collier. The connexion 
was not really llmdamcntal, but aecidcntal. They 
were allies, but the methods they employed and the 
ends they propo.sed were never Identical. 

ill 

'rhere is a rc.scrvation which retpiires to be made. 
‘ Sentimentalism ’ is the tpiality which Hijfewit'iates 
the dramatists of the eighteenth century I'rom those 
of the Restoration; as a formula to explain them it is 
inadequate,/ The fact is that their loyalties were 
still divided. 'Fhe sentimental elements which arc 
to be found in their plays did not involve a more 
than partial or momentary espousal of the sentimental 
ifka. JVlr. Galsworthy and Sir James Barrie in our 
own times have approached nearer to that idea than 
Cibber or even Steele. Indeed, Cibber’s The Refusal 
is an amu.sing caricature of .sentimental excesses. The 
tone of the age was not predominantly sentimental. 
'J'he emhu.siasm with which Loves Jjist Shift and 
The Conscious Lovers were welcomcil has obscured 
the undercurrent of’ criticism which Avtis not less 
typical and which was certainly not less general, 
ITie reaction had begun as early as 1702 with the 
objections q\' yJ Compuuson between the Two Stages to 
the ‘too aireciing’ images in The Funeral It is 
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explicit in the critical essays of Dennis, and in par- 
ticular in the Remarks on a Play^ call'd^ The Consciom 
Lovers. It extends to Goldsmith’s ironical recipe fbi 
• a successful comedy. ‘ It is only sufiicient ht 
observed, ‘ to raise the Characters a little, to decl< 
out the Hero with a Ribbon, or give the HeroiiK 
a Title; then to put an Insipid Dialogue, withoiu 
Character or Humour, into their mouths, give them 
mighty good hearts, very fine clothes, furnish a new 
set of Scenes, make a Pathetic Scene or two, with 
a sprinkling of tender Melancholy Conversation 
through the whole, and there is no doubt but all 
the Ladies will cry, and all the Gentlemen applaud. 
The genuine comedy of sentiment was the co7nt‘e/k 
of Nivelle dc la Chauss^e, which was not 
naturalized in England until the later years of the 
century. The dramatists of Anne and the first 
Georges were still faithful, in their various ways and 
in different degrees, to the traditions of comedy 
which had been established at the Restoration. 'Pht 
‘ manners ’ comedy of Etherege and Congreve, the 
‘intrigue’ comedy which is associated with Aphra 
Behn, the burlesque of the type set by The Rehearsal^ 
persisted, though with diminished vitality. Tht 
drama was divided against itself The fact cxplaint 
the lack of consistency, the failure to achieve a unity 
of tone and impression, which is the most serious 
defect in the comedies of the ciglitccmh century, 
It was not, indeed, in the theatre, but in the essays 
of Steele and Shaftesbury and the novels of Richard- 
son and Sterne, that ‘sentimentalism’ received its 
fullest and perfected expression. 

The centre of gravity was not ‘sentimcnialism 
but the humanitarianism, the heightened social con- 
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sciousiicss which had made ‘.scnumciualism ’ possible. 
‘ Sentimentalism ’ was an exaggeration, or a tii.stortion, 
of the profbunder and more general movement which 
was humanizing the life and Jiteratiire of the time. 
The institution of Sunday schools and the beginnings 
of pricson reform arc one aspect of this movement. 
Tlic essays of Addison and the novels of Dclbe and 
Fielding arc another aspect of the sitinc movement, 
and Sir Roger de Coverley, Robinson Crusoe, and 
Parson Adams are its typical creations. 'I’hey are 
not precfscly characters of sentiment, like 1 ,ady F.asy 
and Beyil; but they derive from the same origin. 
They fulfil a similar purpose; they point, with infi- 
nitely more snccc.ss, the .same moral. (The flesh and 
blood of palpable and plaitsible htmian beings neces- 
sarily proved better arguments for ‘ the gootlne.ss of 
average human nature ’ than the difltdcnt abstractions 
which were deliberately created for tlie purpo.se.) 
There is the same distinction in the comedies them- 
selves. By the side ol the repentant.scapcgraces and 
the drooping heroines there arc iigtires like i'’ar(| 11 liar’s 
Kite and Cherry, Steele’s Humphry Gtibbin and Biddy 
Tipkin, Gay’s Polly and Macheath. 'fhe dramatists 
had begun to laugh with, instead of at, their r/irtwrt/Ar 
personae. The caTloHsnc.ss and cynicism of the Restor- 
ation, tending always to stuirical caricature, had tlis- 
appeared, iind a certain freshne.ss and luimotir hatl 
taken their place. It is this humour and this freshness 
which arc at the heart oreighteenth-centui'y comedy. 
Against the charges of didacticism and sentimentality 
they provide Its justification. In .so far, that is to 
say, as the didactic and sentimental elements become 
important in a play, it will tend to be an aberration 
from the comic norm. 
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I T is recorded that ‘ Pope was heard to say in his 
last siclcness — “My satires against Cibber, are not 
iny last repented faults ” 'I'hc anecdote is perhaps 
apocryphal. It is certain, at any rate, tliat his peni- 
tence, whether geiuiine or assumed, has been as 
unavailing as Cibber’s own ylpology and the rehabili- 
tations of Hazlitt and Isaac Disraeli to dignify Colley 
Cibber in the eyes of posterity. The name still con- 
jures up the odious and fantastic ligure that Pope 
crowned, in succession to Theobald, the prince of Itis 
dunces: — 

What then remains ? Ourself. Still, still remain 
Cibberian forehead, and Gibbet ian brain. 

This brazen Btightness, to the ’Sqtiiic so dear j 
This polish’d Flardness, that lefllccts the Peer: 

This arch Absurd, that wit and fool delights ^ 

Tliis Mess, toss’d up of Hocklcy-holc and White’s. 

The caricature has inipre.ssed itself impregjiably iti 
the popular imagination ; it seeuis to be impossible 
to lay its ghost. The Cibber we know is still the 
fop, 

form’d by nature, Stage and Town to bless, 

And act, and be, a Coxcomb with success, 

the remorseless plagiarist of ‘poor Fletcher’s hall-eat 
scenes' and the ‘Frippery of crucify’d Moliere ’, and 
self-appointed ‘ Lord Chancellor 
of Plays . The fact is a tribute to Pope’s art j he 
has delied history and verisimilitude with complete 
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success. And yet the portrait is not among the 
masterpieces in his satirical gallery. It is confused ; 
it lacks the consistency and the minute plausibility 
of his Atticus and his Sporus ; the outlines arc blurred, 
I am not even certain how serious l^opc was. ’I'he 
conception of a ‘lively Dunce’, a combination ol the 
dullard and the impertinent, was a contradiction in 
terms the clFcctiveness of which must have depended 
upon its paradoxicality. Instead ol the conviction 
which is induced in genuine satire, it can only have 
stimulated surprise. 

The origin of Pope's hostility is still disputed. 
Perhaps, as Hazlitt lias suggested, it was a matter of 
temperament, an instinctive revul.sion before high 
spirits and a thick skin. To .some extent, however, 
it must certainly have been a quite impersonal reflec- 
tion of the extraordinary unpopularity which en- 
veloped Cibber. It is remarlcable how very few 
people seem to have liked him. The kindly Steele 
once observed with regret ‘a strong Inclination and 
Propensity of the Town to receive with Pleasure 
any thing that tends to the Personal Mortification of 
Mr. Cibber and there is plenty of evidence that be 
was not exaggerating. An epilogue wlileh was 
written for the younger Killigrew’s C/j/AC/m/^ is par- 
ticularly interesting in this connexion because it .shows 
Cibber, with an audacity which must have inflii'iatcd 
his enemies, making good-humoured cajdtal out of 
his own unpopularity. The epilogue is supposed to 
he extempore. ‘No one advancing to the Audience 
for the Epilogue, Mr, Booth applies to Mrs. Oldfield.’ 

Mr, Booth, Madam ! are n’t you to speak the I'ipi- 

loguc ? 

Mrs, 0/</. Not I, Sir. 
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Wilks I 

If I do, Tm a 

Who has it then ? 

I fancy, Cihhcr, 

flay! 

The Ukclicsl Man, because he's out o' 


Mr. Boot/jt, 
Mr. W!/ks. 
Mr* Booth, 
Mrs. 0/d, 
Mr. Booth, 
Mr. Wilks. 
th' way. 

Mr. Booth, 
yonder* 

Mr, CtbboY, 
Mr, Wilks, 
Mr. Cibber, 
such Elves ; 

our selves ; 


I see him squabbling wiili the Author 
O ) Jicrc lie comes, 

[Bvirhig/) Was ever such a bhnuler ? 
The Mailer, pray f 

'J’hcse Aulhous arc 
Ours thought we found all h’pilogucs 


And so the Play has none. 

Mr. Booth, What shall we do ? 

Mrs. Oldfield, Let Cibber speak iLvlempore. 

Mr. Clhuer. Why not you? 

Mrs. Otd, Had I your Wit and Front, Sweet Siu 
1 might. 

Mr. Cibber, Madam — Fve nothing in my I lead. 

Mrs. Old, You're right 

For faith ! I never thought you had— 

Good Night. 

Il is not a very telling hit, hut Cibber was coinpellct 
to confess to the aiicUonce, 


She knew at least, 

Abusing me woii’tl be a slamling Jest, 

Cibber paid for this uii popularity in several way,* 
His acting, particularly in tragedy pans, was ode 
hissed, his plays were howled down, his beneJii iiighi 
were neglected, and his character was abused in ever 
coffee-house and newspaper in larndon. On on 
^casion at least, the lirst performance of his coined 
Tff(f Ffovok'ti Husband^ his life was even in son 
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daiigci'. ‘Oranges,’ we arc told, ‘ Apples, 'riirnips, 
etc., llcw at yorir devoted Head Irom the Galleries, 
and among the rest ofilicir Artillery a Stone, which 
put yon, as well it might, into a sudden Tremor,’ 

What is the explanation oi’ the animosity Cibber 
provoked on alnio.sL every side? It was principally, 
L think, due to that (|nality in him which his enemies 
called his insolence, his bra'/.en ness, his iinabashcdnc.ss, 
his impenetrability, but which a more democratic age 
will call independence. At a time when an actor 
was expected to kowtow to the aristocracy and to 
Hatter the public, Cibber did neither. I'hcrc are 
many anecdotes, ol'ten recorded by his enemies, whicli 
show that he refused to be overawed by mere rank or 
mere authority. On one occasion he was told by tlic 
profligate Duke of Wharton that he expected to see 
Idm hanged or beggared very soon, ‘ by God,’ Cibber 
retorted with spirit, ‘ if I had your Grace’s i\)liticks 
and Morals, you might expect both.’ And Dennis 
records, with the outraged norior of a snob, that on 
another oceaxsion Cibber rcl’iised to act ‘one poor 
Comedy ’ even at the solicitation of ‘'Three Peers of 
Kngland, a Duke and two Marls’. Cibber’s character 
was certainly Kir from perlect; he was a reckless 
gamester (a trait inherited IVoin his luckless and 
talented (aihcr), he was selUsh and conceited, he was 
often too free with bis sarcasms; but he tie.serves the 
creilit ol the moral courage which this (piality ol' 
independence implied and ncecssiiatetl. 

No one, not even J’opc, denied Cibber’s talents. 
Steele prai.scd him repeatedly, until they linally 
(juarrelled, in all his ntimei'ous periodicals; Swill is 
said to have sat up all night to read the yipology ; and 
his wit was the admiration orjlrett and May n waring, 
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Pelham and Chesicrficld. In his later years he v 
the darling oF Will’s and White’s. ‘ I reniemher 
have seen him,’ Erskinc Baker wrote, ‘ when a-nii' 
a circle oF persons, not one t>l’ whom perhaps 1 
attained to the third part ol'his age, yet has Mr, Ciihh 
by his easy good-humour, liveliness of' convorsati( 
and a peculiar happiness he had in telling a slo 
been apparently the very life of the company.’ Ii 
true Ginber was almost the worst poet laureate 
have had. But the annual New Year and llirtlu 
Odes, which he turned out with a eynieal and meeha 
cal regularity for nearly thirty years, were, tie Ic; 
an endless joy to his contemporaries. 

Strephoih Colley has tuned again his (iCc. 

Thyrsh. Has he ? ‘slilc. 

Stveplmt, Nor is he yet quite out oChicalh. 

Thyrsh, Not yet ? ’sdealh. 

And the unfortunate Colley laughed as much ;is a 
of them, ‘ J wrote ’, he confessed, ‘ more to he h' 
than to be Fmnous.’ After all, it may be iiujtiir 
how many ol’ the poet laureates of the eighteei 
century did more than that ? 

ij 

The determination of Cibber’s position as :t drama 
is complicated by the fact that a number of the ])I 
which pass under his name arc only his by con ret 
Pope has described in his first book of 7/jt> Duucii 

How, with less reading than makes felons scape, 

Less human genius than God gives an ape, 

Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greet 
A vast, vamp’d, future, old, reviv’d, new piece, 
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^'I’wixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespear, and Corneille, 

Can make a Cibber, Tibbalcl, or Ozell. 

The coninnetion ol Cibber’s name with Theobald's 
and Ozcll’s was a gratuitous insult. At least he never 
descended into Grub Street. But the hiets, for once, 
were on Pope’s side. Cibber’s tragedies were all, 
with two exceptions, ‘improvements’ upon earlier 
plays — Richard II/ and King yobn upon Shake- 
speare, Ximena and Cimttis upon Corneille. 

And it is the same with the majority of the conicdics 
and litr ces. Of the twelve coniedie.s, indeed, ojtry 
Foin--Z.ove s Lasr Shifty The Cauless Hnsbandy The 
Lady's last Stakcy and the relatively unimportant 
fVoinan's fVil — are in every sense original. It is 
upon these plays, and to a lesser degree The Ihovok’d 
Husband (an expansion of Vanbrugh’s fragmentary 
The Journey to Ij)ndon\ that his reputation has rested. 
'7'hey arc the most ambitious and on the whole they 
are the most succcssdil of his writings. The other 
comedies are either translations Ifom Moliirc or 
adaptations, more or le.ss thorough in every instance, 
of earlier Knglish plays. In general he has trans- 
muted his material, or added to it, with considerable 
skill and consistency, and only two of the plays 
deserve to be dismissed as plagiarisms. They are The 
Comical iMvers, a fusion of the comic episodes in three 
of Dryden’s tragicomedic.s, and The Double Gallanty 
which is ‘lifted’ from Mrs. Cenilivre and William 
Burnaby, But if there is something of Cibber in almost 
all the plays, it is not always prominent and not often 
easy to disentangle from the heterogeneous material 
in which it is embedded. It is convenient, therefore, 
to coniine the attention to Love's Last Shift, The 
Careless Husband, The Lady's Last Stake, and The 
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Provok'd Hushautl. ll sliouki l)c ;ulilctl, howevt 
that at any rate Love makes a Alan and She voon 
anc/ She vootid not are also well worcii reading. 

Cibber’s ct( 5 bui was 11 nusita I ly (oruniaic. 'I'hc gia 
Lord Dorset, the Riigciiius of Drytlcn’s F.ssuy 
Dmmatick Poesy, pronounced that he had writi 
‘ the best First Play that any Author in hi.s iVIcnio 
had produc’d’. And tlic aiidience.s' were ctjiial 
cnthiKsiastic, Tom Davies has reeonleti that the ‘ )■ 
ol’ unexpected reconcilement, from I.oveless’s reinoi 
and penitence, spread such an imcoinnion rapiiiie 
pleasure in the audience, that never were speciati 
more happy in easing their mind.s by iineommon a 
repeated plaudits ’, Love's [.asl Shift ; or, the h'oo! 
P'ashion, the play in tjuestion, i.s hisioricaliy import; 
because it was the iir.st sentimental comedy, ft 
certain that it provided, as .such, a welcome altermiti 
to the monotonous sophistication of the Kestoratit 
It must be confessed, though, that the .seiuitiien 
pssages have not worn well. It is no longer possti 
for as to appreciate ‘the mere moral Deligltt recei' 
from its Fable' as Cibber’s contemporaries tlid. 'J 
didactici.sm is patently Iltlse and laeiiiious. 'I 
contrast is too acute between the llnal, nnlifij 
‘ tag ’, 

And sure the nearest to tlicjoys above, 

Is the chast Rapture of a Virtiious I ,ove, 

and the cynical epilogue which l<)liow.s ininiediaiely; 

An Honest Rake forego the joys ol' life ! 

His Whores, and Wine! I’Kmbraec a Dull Cast VVi 
Such out of fashion slulFj Hut then agen ! 

He’s Lewd for above four Acts, Genllenien ! 

ForFaith he knew, when once he’d chang’d bis i'orlu 
And reform’d his Vice, 'twas Time— Vo drop 
Curtain, 




that I can repent, when I have no inoie opporuniities 
oC being wieketi,’ They were more naive in t6(j6. 

The hero is Loveless, who is described in the 
clrmnatis as ol *a debauclu lile, grew weary 

oChis Wile in six Months, led her, and the Town, 
ior Debts lie did not care to pay ; and having spent 
the last part oC his Instate beyond Sea, returns ^ to 
Idigland in a very mean condition 'I'lie heroine 
is the still alFectionaie Amanda. A plot is made to 
reconcile them, and he is introduced to Amanda in 
the dark as to a desirable mistress. He lulls head 
over heels in love with his unknown charmer and 
has the good grace, when he discovers who she is, to 
admit the error of his ways and implore his wife’s 
lbrgivene.ss. A mawkish scene of reconciliation brings 
the play to an end. In his unregenerate days Love- 
less is a very spirited character, as racy and as cynical 
as Dorimam himself The audience must have known 
the type well. He is the realist who knows that 
‘ a Wife is an Eternal Apple-tree, after a pull or two 
you are sure to set your Teeth on h’dge He is the 
sceptic who observes with the gusto ol the young 
rakes in Dryden’s comedies a ‘jolly lled-Nos’d Parson, 
at 'I'hree a Clock in the Morning, Belch out Invectives 
against late Mour.s, and hard Drinking’. But as the 
play progresses his animation decreases, until finally 
we find him deliveiing himself’ to Amanda in this 
fashion : — 

1.0V. I liavc wrong’d you. Oh ! rise ! basely wrong’d 
you ! and can 1 .see your I’ace ? 

Avh One kind, one pitying look cancels those wrongs 
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for ever: aiul oh! forgive iny fond piesmning [ussioi 
for from my Soul I piodon and forgive you all: ail, a 
but this, the gicatest, youi unkind Delay of f-ove. 

L.OV, Oh! seal my pardon with thy trembling Dip 
while with this tender Grasp of fond reviving Lo^ 
I seize my Bliss and stille all thy wrongs foi ever. 

(Kmhriuet hv> 

Aw. No more ; Tic wash away their inenuu y in teais i 
flowing Joy. 

Lov. Oh thou hast rouz’d me fiom my deep l.elhatf. 
of Vice! For hitherto my Soul has been enslav’d I 
loose Desires, to vain deluding hollies, and shadows i 
substantial bliss: but now I wake with joy to find n 
Rapture Real. — . . Oh I why have 1 so lon(', been blii 
to the Perfections of thy Mind and I’ei.son ! Not knov 
ing thee a Wife, I found thee Charming beyond tl 
wishes of Luxurious Love, . . . Oh ! 1 have wandei 
like a benighted wretch, and lost myself in Liles (Ji 
pleasing journey. 

It was with an eye on such passages a.s this th: 
Pope ridiculed Cibber’s ‘pro,se on stilts’ and ‘ pocir 
(all’ll lame’. To-day, however, the ililliciiliy is in 
so much the wretchedness ol’ the writing, as il 
psychological volte-face. 'Dierc was nothing in wh: 
preceded to prepare us for T-ovcIess's conversion ; thci 
is nothing in what follows tojusiify it. It is spcctaciila 
and therefore theatrically clfcctivc ; hut it is rcckle.ssl 
untrue to life ; it is not even true to what wc .slioiil 
like life to be. An interesting feature of the speecln 
is the blank verse which is concealed in the pros 
The final sentence might as well be printed, 

Oh I 1 have wander’d like a bcniglUed wretch, 

And lost myself in Liles Unpicasing Journey. 

The verse is explained by the fact that Gibber w, 
attempting to introduce into comedy the pathet 
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elements which Otway and Southerne had exploited 
ill I'he Orphan and The Fatal Marriage, and uncon- 
sciously he incorporated with the material of these 
tragedies their techjii(]uc. It was not until much 
later that he was to discover ‘a great deal of Puerility 
and frothy Stage-Language’ in these scenes. 

The minor characters of the comedy, though they 
were less original, arc more credible than l,ovclcss 
and Amanda. The younger Worthy is an agreeable 
rake and his inamorata Narcissa (who is ol the ojiinion 
that ‘it looks too Credulous and Easy in a Woman to 
Kneourage a Man before he has sigh’d himself to a 
Skeleton ’) is a delightf ul jilt. But head and shoulders 
above the others is Cibber’s own part, ‘the Fool in 
Fa.shion ’ of the subtitle, that man of mode, the 
inimitable Sir Novelty Fashion. It is, we learn, 
Sir Novelty’s ambition to be ‘a true Original, the 
very Pink ol Fashion ’, and he is an industriously 
inane labourer in his vocation : 

^ Sir Hov. Tlien you must know my Coach, and 
Equipage aic as well known, as my self j and since the 
convcnicncy of two Play-Houses 1 have a better Oppor- 
tunity of shewing thcnii For between every Act — 
Whisk — I am gone from one to Ih’ other — Oh ! what 
Pleasure 'tis at a good Play, to go out before half an 
Act's done ! 

Nar, Why at a gooil Play ? 

Sir Nov, O ! Madam it looks Particular, and gives 
the whole Audience an Oppoitunity of turning upon me 
at once : Then <lo tliey conclude I have some Extra- 
ordinary Business, or a Fine Woman to go to at least : 
And tlicn again it shews my Contempt of what the 
dull Town think their chiefest j;)iversion : But if I do 
stay a Play out, I always set with my Back to the Stage. 

Nar. Why .so Sir? 
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Sir Nov. Then cvciy Body will iniaifinc I have bee 
tiled with it before j or that I am jcaJous who talk 
to who in the Kings Box. And thus, Madam, d 
I take more pains to pieservc a I’ulilicic Reputatior 
than ever any Lady took after the Small-l’ox, to recovi 
her Complexion. 

Sir Novelty employs on occasion a certain allecte 
modesty. ‘ Pray Madam,’ he asks Narcissa wlie 
they lihst meet, ‘how do I iookc to day? Wlia 
Cursedly? I’ll warrant with a more Hellish Con 
plexion, than a Stale Aeiress at a Rehearsal — 
deceives nobody and it is not meant to. We arc a 
of us certain that he is much too careful a general i 
effects to have overlooked .so important an oiuwoi 
as the complexion. He is, indeed, impcceahiy ccce 
trie in every detail. The hnitons he wears on 1' 
coat arc as large as suuccvs — ‘ not aliove thi'cc Inch 
Diameter', he confoses with the .same ironical moc 
modesty. And his sleeves, at a neriod when slcev 
stopped at the elbows, come over ins wiisis and aline 
cover the knuckles. He is as cxtpiisitc in his oat 
as he is in his dress. ‘Burn me,’ he swear.s, ‘St 
my Vitals,’ ‘ Strike me dumh.’ It Is his grcuie.si pri 
that he ‘was the first Person in Kngland that v 
complenienicd with the name of Bean and he is 
fully aware of the dignity of the tUlc iliat he iiuei 
‘to write a Play, where my Chiefest Character sh 
be a dotyn-right^ English Booby that allecis to la 
Beau, without either Genius or Foreign luluoaiit 
and to call it in Imitation of another famous Comei 
He wou'd if he cou'd’. Evidently Sir Novelty 1 
studied his predecessors, the Sir Fopling Flutter 
Etherep and the Sir Courtly Nice of Crownc 
particular ; but he is not, as it has been asserted, cli 



duplicaic. Sir Fopling and Sir Courtly were born 
fools, nature s asses; but Sir Novelty is a fool carefully 
and conscicjitionsly self-made* He has brains, and 
his (bppcrics and affectations arc merely a deliberate 
experiment in selfadvertiscmcnt, 

I'hc most successful scene of the play is in the 
second act. Narcissa, the yoiingct Worthy, and Sir 
Novelty are on the stage, and ilic gentlemen, eacli 
in his own way, arc making love to the lady. Sir 
Novelty’s wooing takes the form of a reeitaiion of 
his own achievements in the world of fashion. ‘The 
Cravat-string,’ he concludes in a linal summary of his 
career, ‘ the Garter, the Sword-knot, the Cciitiirine, 
the Bardash, the Stcinkirk, the large Button, the long 
Sleeve, the Plume, and full Perutjuc, were all created, 
cry’d down, or revived by me.’ The more tactful 
Worthy indulges himself only in a catalogue of the 
charms of Narcissa. ‘ Why, Madam,’ he begins, ‘ I 
have observed .several particular Qualities in your 
1 .adyship, that I have I'tcrfecdy ador’d you lor, as the 
Majcsiick IO.SS of your Head — Your obliging Bow’d 
Curte.sic — your Satyrical Smile — Your blushing 
T.augh — your Demure Look — the carelc.ss I'yc of 
your Hood — the Genteel flirt ol your Fan — 'The 
designed Accident in your letting tall, and your agree- 
able manner ol receiving it from him that takes it up.’ 
A stage direction explains that all the time ‘ Wliat 
be speaks she imitates in dumb shew’, and finally the 
two gentlemen ‘both oder to take up her Fan, and in 
striving Y. Worthy pashes Sir Novelty on his Back ’. 
'fherc is somethiug of' the vtilgtirity of farce in the 
linal t'otigh-aiid-uimblc, hut with that exception the 
scene is coinposed with an admirable lightness and 
certainty ol totieh. It is reminiscent of F.thercge 
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iind is a refreshing conirasi to the turgid rliap.sodi 
of Loveless and Amanda. 

The Careless Hushand is Love s\ f.<isl Shift witlu) 
its defects of taste. 'I'lie (iindanicntal confusion i 
mains; it was beyond Cibber’s jiowcr to reconc 
the artificial values of the J^estoralion comedies ai 
the ethics of ‘ sentimentalism ’. Ihit the laifme i.s n 
obvious. I'hc juxtaposition of the sceiic.s ol seiitiine 
and high comedy is managed with tact and discreiii 
There is very little of that ibreing the noie and ov( 
emphasis which arc .so di.sconeerting in the carli 
play. In one or two of the episodes there is ev 
an elusive suggestion that the coniratliction has he 
resolved, The (hmntis persome are only sevt 
There are three gentlemen of rank and fiisly'on 
Lord Morelove, L,ord Loppingion, anti Sir Char 
Easy; there are three ladies a la /Wc— .1-atly Met 
Modish, Lady Easy, and T,ady Gravcairs; and iht 
is Mrs. Edging the abigail. 't'he theme ol the jil. 
the reconciliation of an c.stranged luisband and wi 
is the same as in Jjive's Last Shifty but its treat n)t 
is at once more mature, more plausible, and int 
subtle. Sir Charles Easy is a di.ssolutc, and yet goi 
hearted, man of quality, lie describes liim.sell i 
unjustly as ‘ A loose Unheeding Wretch, Absent 
all I do. Civil, and as often Rude without tlesif 
Unseasonably Thoughtful, I'.asy to a hatilt, aiul^ 
my Best of Prai.se but Carelessly Good Natttr’ 
The tolerant and sensible Lady Easy winks at 
intrigues with Edging and lately Gravcairs, and It 
in the hope of reclaiming him by never ujtbraldi 
him with his inlldclttics. Her opportunity coi 
when she discovers Sir Charles and l''dging fiist ash 
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Logcthcr in their bedroom. At the lirst shock of 
surprise her patience almost fails her, 

rjl Ihiow this Vizor of my Patience oif: 

Now wake him in his Guilt, 

And liaicfac’d Front him with my Wiongs, 

But she recollects herself in time: — 

Perhaps 

The FaulPs in me, and Nature has not Form’d 
Me with the 7'liousand little Requisites 
Tlial Waims the Heart to Love — 

and then she notices that he has not got his wig on. 
Perhaps he will catch cold, 

Wlio knows, while thus Fxpos^d to tlic unwholesome 
Air But Hcavhi oftciulcd may o'ertake his Crime, and in 
some languishing Distemper leave him a severe Example 
of his violated Laws — Forbid it Mercy, and forbid it 
Love, I'liis may prevent it, 

And so the stage direction comes, ‘ Takes her 
Sieinkirk from her Neele, and lays it gently over his 
t-Tcad I,ady Easy’s forbearance is rewarded when 
Sir Charles wakes up and, recognizing the stcinkirk, 
is overwhelmed witli remorse. 

Did I not sec my Wile wear IhLs to Day? — Death ! she 
can’t have been here sure ! It con’d not he a Jealoiisie 
that Hroiight her home — for my coming was Acci- 
dental — so too, I fear, might hers. — How careless have 
1 been ?— Not to secure the Doi>r neither — ^’T was Fool- 
ish' — It must be so ! Slic certainly I,as seen me licro 
vSleeping with her Woman — Jf so, I low low an 1 lypocrite 
to lier must that sight have Piov’d me? 

'fhcrc is finally an ample and generous reconciliation. 
The stcinkirk scene, as it may be called, is the 
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climax of tlic play, h is noi, however, by an 
means ilie mo.st succes-sfiil scene in it, I he psycholop 
is credible, bill the wriiing is miserable — now in S 
Charles’s soliloquy ‘prose on stilts’, ikjw in I .ad 
Easy’s ‘ poetry liill’n lame It is one o( the curioi 
features ol the sentimental comedies ol the ciglitceni 
century that the writing always detei ioi.ites .is tl 
emotions are inicnsilied. I he eailiei .scenes, 

Lady Easy, patient and heart-broken, puts a smilii 
fiice on the infidelities of the somewhat shamelaci 
Sir Charles, arc infinitely more natural and mo 
affecting. 

Sir cha. Arc you then really vciy leippy, my l>e-.ir? 

La. Ea. Why shou’d you iiucslioii it? \Sm'ilhif^ on in 

Sir Chit, Ikcausc 1 fancy 1 am not so good to you ai 
should be. 

La. En, Pshah ! 

Sir Cha. Nay, the Diicc lake me if 1 don’t really eo 
fess my self so bad, that 1 have olloii woiulcr’d how a 
Woman of your Sense, Rank and Person, could think 
worth her while to have so many useless gooil (^.ililii 

La. Ea. Fie, my Dear. 

Sir Cha. By my Soul Pm serious. 

La. Ea. 1 caiPl boast of my good Qualities, nor il 
could, do I believe you think ’em useless. 

Sir Cha, Nay, I submit to you--Don|l you hiul \ 
BO? Do you perceive that I am one Tittle the lietl 
Husband for your being so good a Wife ? 

Ea, Pshah! you Je.st with me. 

Sir Cha, I don’t really — Tell me truly, was you ne\ 
Jealous of me ? 

La. Ea. Did I ever give you any sign of il ? 

Sir Cha. Um — that’s true — but do you really thin! 
never gave you Occasion ? 

La. Ea, That’s an odd Question — but suppose y 
had? 

Sir Cha. Why then, what good has your Virtue dc 
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you, since all Ihc good Qualilics of it could not keep me 
lo your self? 

La. Ea, What occasion have you given me lo suppose 
I have not kept you lo my self? 

The dialogue is not showy, but it rings true. It wa.s 
in tlcHcaic analyses of this sort that Cibber’s ‘ senti- 
mentalism ’ was most properly employed. 

The cocniettish Lady Betty Modish (a portrait 
from the life, it is said, of Mrs, Oldfield the actress) 
provides an admirable foil to Lady Easy. She is 
a bouncing, high-spirited creature, clever and good- 
natured, but anxious only to appear fashionably cynical 
and all'ccted. She comes in (|Liitc out of breath, girl- 
ishly excited about the new scarf she has just received 
from London. ‘’Tis all F,xtravagance both in Mode 
and Fancy; my Dear, 1 believe there’s Sixl'liousand 
Yards ol’ Judging in it — ^'riien such an Knchanting 
Slope from the Fibow — something so New, so Lively, 
so Noble, so Coquet and Charming.’ I’he next 
minute she is the cynical and assured. 

‘ Pshaw ! ’ she is telling Lady Easy, with a perhaps 
intentional reminiscence of Millamaiit, ‘will any 
thing a Man says make a Woman less agreeable? 
Will his Talking spoil ones Complexion, or put ones 
I'lair out of order ?’ Lady Betty’s heart is with the 
faithful, but rather heavy, Lord Morelove, and the 
curtain goes down upon their engagement. But until 
the last moment she flirts persistently with Lord 
Foppington, and their billing and cooing, with the 
raillery they expend upon the unfortunate Morelove, 
irrovide some of the most attractive things in the 
play 

La. l\ct. Sincerity in T.ovc i.s as much out of Fashion 
as sweet Sniifl'; No Body takes it now. 
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L. Vojt. O! no Mortal, Maciam, unless it he heie an 
there a Squire, that’s making', his iawiul Caxiit to tl 
Cheiry-chcek Charms of my Lord liishopV. great f; 
Daughter in the Counliy. 


Or again : — 

L. Fop. I observe two People of J-Atreme Conditio 
can no sooner Grow Paiticulai, hut the Mullitudc ( 
J3otli Sexes arc Immediately Up, and think the 
Properties invadeil. 

I.,a. Bet. Odious Multitmle. 

L. Fop, Perish that Canaille. 

Lord Foppingioii i.s the Sir Novelty Kasliion c 
Love's Last Shift (he had been rai.sed to the peoraji 
by Vanbrugh in The lie i.s more ac'et)n 

plished and more civilized than he was wlien oiil 
a commoner. His taste has inijiroved, his sell-sull 
cicncy is le.ss pronounced, and lie has developed h 
eccentricities into a consistent philosophy of’ noi 
chalancc. ‘11* a Man don’t mind a Box on tlie b’: 
in a fair Struggle with a b'resh Country Ciirl, wh 
the Devil shou’d he be concern’d at an jinperiinei 
Frown lor an Attack upon a Woman ol‘ Chiality 
With the passage ol' the years lie has become nioi 
of an amorist, though he has yet to hill into th 
indignity of being in love. Mis ‘alHiirs’ arc sii 
prt of a campaign of .sell-adverii.sement, ‘ [ think 
he coniides to Morelovc, ‘ the Reputation is the nioi 
Inviting Part of an Amour ’. 'I'he secret of I .or 
Foppington’s charm is the air with which he carrit 
everything off; he has the grand manner, ft nia 
only be to refer to his horses—* l'’op|)ington’.s I ,on[ 
Tails arc known in every Road in bhigland ’. Or 
may be to save his honour in a diniciilt situation 



L. Fop. By all that’s Infamous she Jilted me, 

L, Mo, How ! Jilt you ? 

L. Fop. Ay, Death’s Curse, she Jilted me. 

L. Mo. Pray let’s hear. 

1-. Fop. For when I was pretty well convinc’d she had 
a Mind to me, I one Day made her a Hint of an 
Appointment; upon which, with an Insolent fiown in 
her face (that made her look as ugly as the Devil) she 
told me, that if ever 1 came thither again, her Lord 
should know that she had forbidden me the House 
bcfoie ; ha ! ha ! Did you ever hear of such a Slut ? 

Sir Cha. Intollcrablc ! 

1... J\Io. But how did hei Answer agree with you ? 

L. Fop, Passionately well — For I star’d full in her 
Face, anil Busted out a laughing, at which she turn’d 
upon her Heel, gave a Ciackwith hci Fan like a Coach- 
whip, and Bridl’d out of the Room with the Air and 
Complexion of an Incens’d Turkey-Cock. 

He is, indeed, at his hc.st in delcat. The hiimilhidon 
oCthc final and unexpected siuTcnder of l.,ady Betty 
to I.ord Morclovc only spurs him to greater heights 
of sell-complacency. ‘I am struck Dumb with the 
DeJiberation of her Assurance; and do not Positively 
remember, that the Non Challence of my Temper 
ever had so Bright an Occasion to shew it self before.’ 
And he goes on to reassure r.ady Betty. ‘Madam, 
I have lost a thousand Fine Women in my time ; 
But never had the III Manners to be out of Humour 
with any one for refusing me, since J was Born.’ 
In tliese moments the satip^froici of Lord Foppington 
becomes almost heroic, a gesture magnificciu in its 
absurdity. We have lost the coxeomh in another 
JDon Quixote, a superb and imperturbable kniglu- 
crraiu of the drawing-rooms. 

The Aa^iys last Stakes or, the JVife's ResenUnent is 
a pendant to The Careless Hnsbntul, and therefore to 



Love's Last Shift. The moral of the cadicr play, 
had been that a generous and tolerant wife was tin 
only remedy for an erring hnsband. Tn I'be T^ariy\ 
last Stake the moral is still cnlorced, hut by tin 
exactly opposite means of depicting the conduct, no 
to be imitated, but to be avoided. I .ortl Wronglovi 
is a good-natured, self-indulgent egoist who amuse 
himself with the ‘Baby-liic’d’ little Mi.ss Notable 
though his heart is still with his wife. He is tin 
Sir Charles Ea.sy of the play. On the other hant 
Lady Wronglove, in contrast to T,ady I'lasy, is proud 
cold, and implacably virtuous. She dogs her husbaiii 
in his amours, and her rcproache.s become irritant 
which increa.se instead of repre-ssing his (bilie.s. 'I'h 
contrast is explicitly emphasized in the dialogu 
between Lady Wronglove and llaiishorn in th 
fourth Act. 

La. Wrong, What is tlic Play to Day ? 

Mrs. Harts. The — the — Hu-shaiul, .somelliing . 
the Careful Husband, 1 think, Madam. 

La, Wrong. The Careful ; the Careless nusltand, yo 
mean sure— tho’ 1 never saw it. 

Mrs. Harts, Yes, yes. Madam - il\s that Play, that m 
Lady Wear-breeches hates so, that 1 .saw once, Madam 
where there’s a Lady that comes in, and catches hi 
Husband fast asleep witli her own Woman, and the 
takes her Stcinkirk oT her Neck, and then kocs sofll 
to him — 

La. Wro7tg, And strangles him in his Sleejr ? 

Mrs, Harts. No, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Oh, slranglc.s the Wt)nian. 

Mrs. Harts, No, Madam, she only lays it gently ovi 
his Head, for fear he shou’d catch Cold, and so stca 
out of the Room, without so much as oHering to wal< 
him. 



La. Wrong. Horrid ! And what becomes of the poor 
spirited Creature ? 

Mrs, Harts. O ! Madam, when the Gentleman wakes, 
and finds that his Lady has been there without talcing 
any notice of it to him, he grows so sham’d of his 
Wickedness, and so sensible of her Vertue, that he 
afterwards proves the civilcst Gentleman, and the best 
Husband in the World to her. 

La. Wro7tg. Foh! were I an Husband, a Wife with 
such a tame cnduiing Spirit wou’d make me scorn her, 
or, at best, but sleep at her groveling Vertue. 

Lord and Lady Wronglovc arc stili fond of each 
other, but they are too proud to admit it, too influenced 
by the trifling squabbles of every day even to realize 
it. A divorce would be the only possible solution of 
their difliculties in this world. Cibber takes his 
characters to the edge of it, only to allow a con- 
venient dens ex machim then to appear in the person 
of a kindly busybody, Sir Friendly Moral, who 
miraculously reconciles everybody. It was not the 
conclusion required by the moral, and it spoils the 
play. Cibber’s real achievement was to have shown 
that life, even in the eighteenth century, was not 
a matter of great moments, but a daily round of 
nervous irritation, petty quarrels, and insignificant 
injuries. 'I'he fundamental moral of the play was 
Laforgue’s, 

Alt ! qiie k Vic est quotidicunc. 

For the moment Cibber was the precursor of Tchehov 
and the happy ending is irrelevant and illogical. 

The Lady's last Stake is the most .serious of Cibber’s 
plays. Primarily it is a comedy of ideas, a problem 
play in embryo. But there is a lighter side to it coo. 
There is the impudent and high-spirited Mrs, Conquestj 
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there is Lord George Brilliant, an amusing coxcoml 
and a rake of distinction. They are good (hn, botl 
of them. I.ord George, with his new chariot, ‘ posi 
tively the prettiest that ever roll’d in tlic Rear of sij 
Horses’, and his cynical epigrams, is a kind ol’rcpro 
duction ofLord Foppington. He is the most accom 
plished phrase-maker in the play, and he all bu 
overwhelms Miss Notable with modish metaphor 
and similes. ‘ I gad ’, he tells her, ‘ the Child’ 
a Bars length in Experience above the stoutest of he 
Sex ’. And to add lorec to the asseveration that ‘ he 
Person’s quite out of my Goust’ he concludes, ‘ no 
have J any more Concern about it than I liavc t( 
know who will be the next King of Poland, or win 
is the true Original of Strops lor Ra/or.s’.' '/'Ir 
most vital person in the play is little Miss Notahl 
herself She is alarmingly alive, as exiilieranily ful 
of animal spirits as Vanbrugh’s Iloytlen or Congreve’ 
Miss Pruc, and as wanton and suspicious as any of he 
elders and betters. She has already acquired th 
authentic Restoration philosophy o( love. ‘ Nov 
I think’, she maintain.s, 'a young Creature, iha 
fairly trusts to her Heels, and leads you twenty,' o 
thirty couple of brisk young Fellows alter her llelie 
Skelter, over I-Iills, Hedges, Boggs, and Ditches, ha 
ten times a fairer Chance ibr her Tafe ; and If she i 
taken at last, I hold Twenty to one among air 
People ofTaste, they’ll say she’s better Meat by hall 
And she is full of extraordinary slang. One of th 
letters she writes to Lord Wronglovc runs,* I Won’ 
beg your Pardon for not coming Yesterday, beeau.se i 

' A woi'dy warfai'c was bcin^ coiuiuctcil in the newspapets b 
tile rival vendors of the latest in strops. It was still r.ii'inc whe 
Swift was writing the Jmmd to Sulk, 



was not my Fault, but indeed I’m sorry I could not. 
To be short, old Tcizer smoaks the Business, poss — 
For he watch’d me all Day as if he had been in love 
with me himself: But you may depend upon me this 
Afternoon, about 11 ve at the same Place, till when, dear 
Dismal, adieu.’ The ‘old Teizer ’ was the elderly 
and respectable Sir Friendly Moral. 

The Provok'eh Hiishandh based on and incorporates 
Vanbrugh’s brilliant fragment, The'Jontney to London^ 
and its most successful scenes are not Cibber’s. The 
effective conclusion, however, is entirely his. Vanbrugh 
had intended the husband to turn his frivolous wife 
out of doors. In the interests of sentiment Cibber 
reforms her and arranges a reconciliation between the 
husband and wife, which is comparable to those in 
The Cttiekss Husband^ Love’s Last Shifty and The 
Ladf's last Stake. 'I'he dillercnce is an illuminating 
indication of the essential divergence between the 
didacticism of' the seventeenth century and the ‘senti- 
mentalism ’ of the eighteenth century. The provoked 
husband in Cibber's play is the sensible and sober 
Lord Townly, and the provoking wife is the flighty 
and neurotic, but always adorable, Lady 7'ownly, 
I'he climax comes with the exhaustion of Lord 
'I'ownly’s patience. ‘ As the Lord Townly’s Wife 
he begins, ‘ you have had every thing a fond Husband 
could bestow, and (to our mutual Shame I speak it) 
more than happy Wives desire — But those Indulgencics 
must end ! State, Eqipage, and Splendor but ill be- 
come the Vices that misuse ’em. — The decent Neces- 
saries of Idle shall be supply’d— bur not one Article 
of Luxury ! ’ And then, in the most sentimental but 
not in its context the least convincing passage of the 
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play, Townly turns to his friend Manly. ‘ 0 Manl> 
look there ! turn back tliy Thoughts with me, ai 
witness to my growing Love! there was a time who 
I believ’d that Form incapable of Vice, or oI'Deca) 
There I propos’d the Partner of'an easy Home I Thcr 
I, for ever, hop’d to find a cheerful Companion, a 
agreeable Intimate, a faithful Friend, a useful Hcl 
mate, and a render Mother— Put oh I how bitter no 
the Disappointment! ’ The .scene is worth comparii 
with the almost identical situation in 7 he Jjuly's la 
Stake, but the solution oftlic later play— L,ady'J 'own 
repents and is forgiven— is the more plausible, becau 
It has dispensed with the dens ex mnchhui of S 
Friendly Moral. 

It is curious that the central .siiuatioJi in Cibbei 
more important comedies is always the same. 'I 'he 
are differences of detail in the relations ol 1 .ovcless 
Amanda, of Sir Charles to Lady F.a.sy, and of 1 .o 
Wronglove and Lord I'ownly to their wives; b 
the problem, the reconciliation of' a couple who ha' 
drifted apart, and the solution, to Ibrgivc and fbrgt 
do not change. It is his principal contrilniiioJi 
sentimental comedy. Was it a coincidence? W 
it the wordly wisdom of repeating a (brnuila that h; 
proved popular ? Or was it a vicarious atoneme 
for his own deliiKjucncies? It is tempting to s 
behind the Amandas and the l..ady l''.asy's a sore 
tried and perhaps not sufficiently resigned Mi 
Cibber.' 

* Nothing seems to be known aiioiu Mrs. (fibber, except tl 
she ^ performed iu a mastcily Manner on a Harpsichoul ' ami ]>( 
sessed ^ every pcisonal Charm tlutt could render a l*emale aniial 
and attractive \ 
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Cibber was a prolbssionaldraniatist, and the adapta- 
tions ol Molicrc, Fletcher, Dryden, Vanbrugh, and 
the others which he perpetrated were a natural part 
of the dramatic profession as it was understood in the 
eighteenth century. It was not his object to improve 
Ids predecessors, but to popularize tliein, and the in- 
vidious comparisons should not be pressed upon him. 
It is obvious that his plays arc without the viscomica of 
Molicrc and Vanbrugh, and the graces of style which 
mark even the failures of Fletcher and Dryden. But 
the oldcction is irrelevant. Cibber would have ad- 
mitted as much himself It is (airer to take him on 
his own level. On that level he is a competent and 
attractive dramatist of the second order ; more com- 
petent than Crowne, more attractive than Shadwell. 
He has that indefinable sense of the theatre which 
is only possessed by a good actor ; he knows better 
than any of his contemporaries the secrets of con- 
struction. And then he has a genuine flair for the 
comedy of high life, for the antics and aflectations of* 
the modish and always slightly ridiculous gentleman 
and lady of ouality. As for his pert servants, his 
boors and his hoydens — the Snaps, the Mass Johnnies 
and the Miss Notahlcs—lic is at least clever enough 
to be able to reproduce in them the conveniional 
llgures of Restoration comedy. Moreover, he can 
turn a phrase with the best of them. Consider this 
portrait of Morelove’s in The Qtrekss fjtixhand of* 
a young cxcpiisite: — 

— the Pert Coxcomb that’s jitst conic to a small Hstate, 

and a great Periwig — he that Sings himself among the 

Women — What d’ye call him ?— He won’t speak to 
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a Gentleman when a Lord’s in Company — you alwa} 
see him with a Cane dangling at his Button, his Brea; 
open, no Gloves, one Eye tuck’d under his Hat, an 
a Tooth-pick — Startup ! That’s his Name. 

Or lake the simile with which Lord Wroiiglov 
welcomes his wife as she comes in from the rain ‘ii 
a Hood and Scarf, and her Petticoat pinn’d ’ : — 

In just such a Trim have 1 seen a tiigg’d up Drury-Lane 
Gentlewoman come daggled along from Market wit 
a comfortable Pound of Beef-stakes upon a Scuer. 

Trigged up, daggled, comfortable — it is an exqiiisil 
vignette, worthy almost of Congreve. 

But in the eighteenth century it was thought tha 
Cibber was something more than a competent, sue 
cessfiil dramatist of the second rank. Defoe’s grandson 
David Erskine Baker, was of the opinion that ‘ th< 
English Stage ’ is ‘ more obliged to Mr. Cibber fb 
a Fund of rational Entertainment, than to any dramati( 
Writer the Nation has produced, Shakespeare onl} 
excepted ’. T/je Careless Husband was extolled to tin 
skies. Samuel Derrick (that Derrick for whom Johnsoi 
‘ had a kindness ’) considered that it was ‘ not only th< 
best Comedy in the English, but in any other Ian 
guage’,and Baker agreed that it contained ‘the mosi 
elegant Dialogue, and the most perfect Knowledge ol 
the Manners of Persons in real high Life extant ii 
any dramatic Piece that has yet appear’d in anj 
Language whatever’. Voltaire complimented ‘It 
mary negligent’ in the Lettres Philosophtyues, and 
even Pope, with his life-long antipathy to Cibber, has 
commended the play in the Epistle to Htiguslus -, — 

All this may be • the People’s Voice is odd, 

It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 
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To Gammer Giirton it' it give the bays, 
And yet deny the Careless Husband praise. 
Or say our Fathers never broke a rule j 
Why then, I say, the Public is a fool.' 


by 


They are judgements which must seem utterly fan- 
tastic to tis ; but they arc not inexplicable. Cibber 
was a pioneer. It was to him the century was in- 
debted for ‘ the reformation of the stage ‘ The first 
comedy says Tom Davies, ‘ acted since the Restora- 
tion, in which was preserved purity of manners and 
decency of language, with due respect to the honour 
of the marriage-bed, was Colley Cibber’s Love's Last 
Shift ’. One cannot get away from Cibber’s morality. 
It is praised everywhere, even by the most unlikely 
people. Cibber himself was never tired of inform- 
ing his readers that a ‘ Play without a just Moral, is a 
poor and mercenary Undertaking,' or that the ‘ J3est 
Criiicks have long, and justly complain’d, that the 
Coarsness of most Characters in our late Comedies 
have been unfit Entertainments for People of Quality, 
especially tlie Ladies He expatiates upon the theme 
in the Apology : 

when 1 was warmly engag’d upon a Subject entirely 
new, I only thought it a good Subject, when it seem'd 
woithy of an abler Pen than my own, and might prove 
as useful to the Hearer, as piofitablc to myself j Thcic- 
fore, whatever any of my productions might want of 
Skill, Learning, Wit or Humour, or however unqiiali- 
fy'd 1 might be to instruct others, who so ill-govcrn’d 
myself : Yet such Plays (entirely my own) were not 


' The one dissentient voice was Congreve's, 'Cibber has pro- 
duced a play’, he wiote to Joseph Keally, 'consisting of fine 
gentlemen and fine conversation altogether} which the ridiculous 
town for the most pait likes : but there arc some tli.u know 
better’. 
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wanting, at least, in what our most admiied Writer 
seem’d to neglect, and without which I cannot allow thi 
most taking Play to be intrinsically good, or to bi 
a Work upon which a Man of Sense and Probity shouh 
value himself: I mean when they do not as well prodesse 
as delectare^ give Profit with Delight ! 

How far, one wonders, was it sincere ? It is difficui 
to believe, as one can with Steele, that Cibber 
didacticism came from the heart. It is too cold 
blooded, too factitiously ‘ high-faliiting \ The rem 
Cibber is revealed, not in these stilted scenes o) 
reconciliation, but in the ‘luscious’ dialogue with 
which almost all his plays are filled. Some of the 
additions he has made to Mrs. Centlivre in TheDouhh 
Gallant and to Fletcher in Lave makes a Man arc 
inexcusable. Here is a passage from She wou'ei^ ana 
She mou'd not : — 

what pleasure ’Iwou’d be to have her steal out of her Bed 
in a sweet Moonshine Night, to hear her come pat ! pat ! 
pat ! along in her Slippers, with nothing but a thin silk 
Night-gown loose about her, and in this Tempting 
Dress, to have her jump into my Arms breathless with 
Fear, her fainting Bosom close to mine ; then to stifle 
her with Kisses, and curl myself about her smooth, warm 
Limbs, that breathe an healing Odour from their Pores 
enough to make the Senses ach, or Fancy mad ! 

' a pretty picture, but was it the writing of a sin- 
moralist } It is not extraordinary that Cibber’s 
nporai'ies sometimes contrasted his practice 
his professions. There is a story that ‘ Mrs. 
upon reading a part in which Cibber had 
virtue in the strongest and most lively 
asked him how it came to pass, that a man. 
Id draw such admirable portraits of good ness, 
yet live as if he were a stranger to it ? ’ 



Cibber’s answer, a compound of cynicism and hypo- 
crisy, is most illuminating, ‘ Madam,’ said Colley, 
' the one is absolutely necessary, the other is not 
The fact is that Cibber’s ‘ sentimentalism ’ was not 
primarily ethical, but psychological. It was the anti- 
thesis, that is to say, of Steele’s. The ambition ol' 
Steele, and his successors like Kelly and Cumberland, 
was limited to arousing in the audience ‘A generous 
Pity of a painted Woe ’. Cibber was more interested 
in disclosing and defining the subtler .sliades of 
character (though they might be .shades cast by an 
ethical problem). The difference may be illiisiratcd 
by a consideration of the contrasting ‘ sensibilities ’ of 
Nivelle de la Chaussde and Marivaux. It is Marivaux, 
the Marivaux of Marianne or L.e whom Ciblter 
suggests. The Cate/ess Mtisband is, of course, inferior 
as psychology, inferior injinesseand in persistency; 
but the inferiority was not, I think, essential. It 
was due to the accident that Cibber was born in 
England, In the natural quality of their tale tits 
they were probably not far apart. Cibber was un- 
fortunate because he was born at once too early and 
too late. If he had been thirty years older he would 
now be with Etherege ; if he had been thirty years 
younger he might have effected the revolution in the 
drama which Richardson effected in the novel. Mis 
allegiance was divided between the two .schools of' 
artifice and n^iiralism. He has his place in both 
schools; but his place must be in the .second rank of 
either, because he had become the dramatist ofa com- 
promise— the compromise which is known in literary 
history as ‘ genteel comedy ’. 
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RICHARD STEFXE 
i 

I T is impossible to think of Steele except in con 
junction with Addison ; they, rather than Beaumon 
and Fletcher, arc the Ttioscmi of English literature 
But the two friends, though they were at school an* 
at Oxford together, though they collaborated sosuccess 
fully that it is often impossible to distinguish bctweej 
their writings, were oddly dissimilar and fundamen tall y 
I think, incompatible. Tlic friendship, long befbn 
the final breach over the Peerage Bill, was always : 
little artificial ; tainted, on Steele's side by hcro-wor 
ship, on Addison’s by condescension. 

Addison is, to-day more than ever, an enigma. I 
is probable, indeed, that we shall never know th< 
whole truth about his relations cither with Pope oi 
with Swift. But at least we have outgrown the open 
mouthed lascination which he exercised upon Macau 
lay. We have learnt to look with more snspicioi 
upon one side of his character — the side which k 
represented by Young’s anecdote of the dying Addison 
summojiing to the deathbed his disreputable step-son tc 
sec ‘ in what peace a Christian can die ’. We can fed 
that the note is lalsc, that it is not the grand mannei 
but a theatrical simulation of it ; the gesture almost) 
with a change of key and situation, of a Tartufe oi 
a Pceksniff But if Addi.son the man is still obscure, 
Addison the writer docs not present many diflictilties 
to the modern reader. Witli Steele the position is 
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exactly reversed. ‘Dear Dick Steele’, ‘the senti- 
mental debauchee ’ (the phrases are Swinburne’s), is 
more familiar to us, as a human being, than any of 
his contemporaries. We can visualize him, with his 
immense Ramillies wig, his shining, swarthy skin, his 
brilliant brown eyes, and his irresistible Irish biogiie — 
‘A Shape ’, growled an enemy, ‘like the Picture of 
somebody over a Farmer’s Chimney, a short Chin, a 
short Nose, a short Forehead, a broad Hat Face, and 
a dusky Countenance We can sympathize witlr his 
frank and generous ways, his magnificent enthusiasms 
and desperate despondencies. We can forgive him, 
though Lady Steele could not, if he is often in liquor 
and always in debt. We can bear with him, though 
Swift might not, if he does not keep his appointment.s, 
‘nor never did twice, since I knew him ’. He is a 
Goldsmith rather more stupid and decidedly 

coarsei', but infinitely charming. It is Steele’s volu- 
minous and extraordinarily unequal writings which arc 
less easy to ‘ place ’. 

His range was comparatively narrow. The best 
passages in the essays and the best scones in the 
comedies are all, in a complimentary sense, ‘.senti- 
mental’; that is to say, the sentiment did not pass 
over into sentimentality. They have the fre.slincss, 
the naive charm, the delicacy and sincerity, which 
we associate with the ‘innocents’ of literature, the 
Dekkers and Herricks and Clares. They perpetuate, 
in a heightened form, the lucid, untroubled, unsophis- 
ticated experiences of childhood, ‘ You like to see 
his enjoyment ’, Thackeray has said of Steele, ‘as you 
like to see the glee of a box full of children at the 
pantomime ’. It is not an accident, I fancy, that the 
most famous essay in T/je Tatkr — that on his father’s 
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de;ith— was a recollection of Steele’s own childhood. 
The essay is entirely characteristic because, with all 
its pathos, it is not without the suggestion of humour, 
that flavour of the mock-heroic, which invariably 
accompanied him, whatever his theme might be, when 
he was most himself. 

Unfortunately lapses of taste and lapses of power 
are not less characteristic of Steele’s writings. I do 
not mean the occasional indecencies, which are never 
furtive and were probably altogether unconscious. 
(Steele was never * refined ’, instinctively chastened, 
like Addison.) I mean the insincerity and the stu- 
pidity which go with the sentimentality and the 
didactieisni, and make the one nauseating and the 
other tedious. Perhaps it would be possible to con- 
sider this sentimentality and this didacticism as re- 
spectively an excess and a defect of the ‘ sentiment ’ 
which is peculiar to him. They arc essentially the 
penalty exacted by an insufficient assimilation of 
experience. The humanistic and ethical view of the 
world, which is characteristic of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, had not transformed Steele as in different ways 
it transformed Addison and Swift, It was only half- 
digested, and its expression, in consequence, is only 
partially successful. It was not the arduously acquired 
philosophy of a lifetime, but a lesson learnt by rote 
and not by heart ; or if by the heart, at least not by 
the head. 

As a dramatist Steele’s reputation has suffered, on 
the whole, by the prominence that is usually given 
to The Conscious Lovers, a play which emphasizes his 
deficiencies without displaying his qualities. The 
Conscious Lovers is a rednetio ad absurdum of the 
sentimental formula. In Hazlitt’s celebrated phrase. 
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it is one of ‘those do-mc-good, kck-a-daisical, whining, 
make-believe comedies ’ which are ‘ cnougli to set one 
to sleep, and where the author tries in vain to be 
merry and wise in the same breath’. But it should 
be remembered that this play is separated from Steele’s 
other comedies by some twenty years. It is, com- 
paratively, an old man’s play. The f're.shncss and 
the vivacity which characterize the earlier pieces arc 
strikingly absent from it. To turn from The Con- 
scious Lovers to The Funetal and The Tender Husband 
is to turn from the ‘dotages’ of his senility to a 
world not very different from that contemplated by 
Isaac Bickerstaff and Mr. Spectator. 

ii 

In the April of 170 r Steele, then a captain in the 
Coldstream Guards, published the very characteristic 
manual of piety which he called The Christian Hero : 
An Argument pnving that No Principles hut those of 
Religion ate sujjficient to make a Great Man. It is an 
odd little book, its oddest p.'tges being taken up with 
an ingenious modernization of St. Paul’s Epistle to 
Philemon ; but it is remembered to-day only because, 
in a roundabout way, it made Steele into a dramatist.' 
The Christian Hero., it appear.s, was a distinct .success 
with the general public, a second edition appearing 

^ Actually Steele’s first coiiictly was wiirten while he was still 
ail iiiKlei^iacluate at OxfoicL It was biinit by the advice of a 
candid friend who told him it was worthless. Anolher comedy 
called T]h Elm f on of Gotham was planned and perhaps partly 
wiitten in 1702. The two fragmciiinry pieces^ 7l)e SilmI of ion 
and The Gentleman^ which were printed by Nichols fiom the maim- 
sciipts now in the British Musemnj seem to have been written 
much later. They aic not iinportaiu. 
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already in July. It was not equally popular with tlic 
Captain’s brother officers at tiie Tower. He was 
‘ slighted he complained later, ‘ instead of being 
encouraged, for his Declarations as to Religion and 
he was compelled to realize that ‘it was now incum- 
bent upon him to enliven his Character ’. ‘ From 

being thought no iindelightful Companion, he was 
soon reckoned a disagreeable Fellow.’ The rehabili- 
tation of his character was effected by a lively comedy, 
The Funeral ; or. Grief A-la-mocle, which was com- 
pleted in October 1701, and brought out at Drury 
Lane ‘ with more than expected Success ’ before the 
end of the year. ‘ Nothing ’, Steele has himself .said, 
‘ can make the Town so fond of a Man as a successful 
Play ’. 

The plot oi' The Funeral not without its absurdi- 
ties. Lord Brumpton has fallen into a ‘ lethargic 
slumber' and is supposed, by his friends and family, 
to be dead. On his recovery he is persuaded by 
Trusty, the faithful old family retainer, to conceal 
himselfj so that he can discover how his relations are 
taking the news of his death. The result of what he 
overhears and oversees is to open his eyes to the 
hypocrisy of his young wife and to the virtues of 
Lord Flardy, the son (by a first wife) whom he had 
disinherited. But the interest of the play is not in 
the plot. It is in the delightful fooling and flirta- 
tions of the coy Harriot and her impetuous Campley. 
It is in the exquisite bashfiilne.ss of the lovesick and 
tongue-tied Lady Sharlot and Lord I-Iardy : — 

L. Shar. Now is the tender moment now approaching. 

[asitle) Theie he is, (They approach and salute each other 

Trenwlingl) Your Loulship will please to sit j 
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{After a very long faitse^ stolu Glances^ and irresolute Gestin'e.) 
Your Lordship I think has travell’d those parts of Italy 
where the Armies Are — 

Ld. Har. Yes Madam — 

L. Sl>ar. I think I have letters from You Dated 
Mantua : 

Ld. Har. I hope you have. Madam, and that their 
purpose — 

L. S&ar. My Lord ? — {looking serious and confus’d.) 
Ld. Har. Was not your Ladiship going to say some- 
thing ? 

L. Shar, I only attended to what your Lordship was 
going to say — that is my Lord — But you were I be- 
lieve going to say something of that Garden of the World 
Italy — 

And then there are the gaily satirical portraits of 
Sable the undertaker and Puzzle the lawyer, and the 
humours of Corporal Trim and his draggletailed re- 
cruits. The harangue with which Sable marshals his 
mutes was quoted by Sydney Smith to illustrate his 
definition of wit; — 

You ungrateful Scoundrel, Did not I pity you, take you 
out of a Great Man’s Service, and show you the Pleasure 
of receiving Wages ? Did not I give you Ten, then 
Fifteen, now Twenty shillings a Week, to be Sorrowful 
and the more I give you, I think, the GJader you are ? 

And Trim’s advice to his recruits, with its vivid sug- 
gestion of a lost London, is not less delightful in 
another way ; — 

There’s a thousand things you might do to help out 
about this Town — as to cry — Puff — Puff Pyes — have 
you any Knives or Syzzars to Grind — or, late in an Even- 
ing, whip from Grub-Stieet— strange and bloody News 
from Flanders— Votes from the House of Commons- 
Buns, rare Buns— Old Silver-Lace, Cloaks, Sutes or 
Coats— Old Shoes, Boots or Hats. 



48 Comic Drama ^ iyoo—x75<^ 

Steele’s sentimentality, for good and for bad, i 
already very niucli in evidence in Djc FufictuL W< 
owe to it the charm and the freshness of the yoiinj 
lovers, and the ^ pretty ’ vivacity of Trim s wooing o 
his ‘ Dear Sempstress ’ Mademoiselle d’Epingle. But i 
is responsible too for the iiiictiions figures of Trusty am 
Lord Brampton. The former is a sentimentalist of th- 
lachrymose type : — 

Forgive me my honoured Master, {Weeps ^ runs to my lota 
and hugs him,) Fve often caiiyM you in these Aims tha 
Grasp you, they were stronger then, but if I Die t 
morrow, youh’e worth 5000/. by my Gift, ^tis what 1 v 
got in the Family, and I return it to you with thanks. 

The latter is more inclined to sententious platitudes 
Ld, B. How dizzey a place is this World You live in 
All Human Lifers a mere Vertigo ! 

Tru. Ay, ay, my lord, fine Reflections, fine Reflcc 
lions. 

But it is ill the fifth act, when the reunion of Lor 
Brurapton and his son sends everybody off into blan 
verse, that the sentimentalism comes to a climax. 1 
is difficult to take seriously, as the writing collapst 
in proportion as the emotions arc intensified, riii; 
for example, is how Lord Brurapton addresses Lor 
Hardy : — 

Be good my Son, and be a W orthy Lord : 

For when our Shineing Virtues bless Mankind, 

Wc Disappoint the lived Malecontcnts, 

Who long to call our Noble Order Useless, 

Our All's in Danger, Sir, nor shall you dally. 

Your Youth away with your fine Wives. 

No, in your Countries Cause you shall meet Death, 
While feeble we with minds resign’d do wait it. 

If there is worse blank verse than this, I have yet t 
meet it. 
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The Lying Lover: or, the Ladies Friendship, ihc 
alliterative title of Steele’s second comedy, is said to 
have been ‘ damn’d for its Piety It is, indeed, 
a distinctly solemn play. It appears to have been 
written in a deliberate attempt to conform with the 
dictates of Jeremy Collier. The liar is Bookwit, who 
‘ makes false Love, gets drunk, and kills his Man ; 
but in the fifth Act awakes from his Debauch, with the 
Compunction and Remorse which is suitable to a Man’s 
finding Himself in a Gaol for the Death of his Friend, 
without knowing His why ’. The soliloquy which 
Bookwit delivers in Newgate is almost too bad to be 
true : — 

We may feel Comfort by our Self-persuasion. 

But oh ! there is no taking away Guilt ! 

This divine Particle will akc for ever, 

There is no help but whence I dare not ask j 
When this material Organ’s indispos’d. 

Juleps can cool, and Anodines give rest, 

But nothing mix with this celestial Drop, 

But Dew from that high Heaven of which ’tis part. 

Steele’s own comment is that the ‘ Anguish Pie tlierc 
expresses, and the mutua) Sorrow between an only 
Child, and a tender Father in that Distress, are, per- 
haps, an Injury to the Rules of Comedy ; but I am 
sure they are a Justice to tho.se of Morality ’, On 
the whole there is not very much more to be said for 
The Lying- Lover. It is the minor characters who give 
the play what distinction it has. There is a romantic 
abigail called Lettice whom we discover deep in 
Sir Philip Sidney’s ybcadia, ‘reading by a small 
Candle, Two large ones by her unlighted.’ There 
is Storm the highwayman and Charcoal the forger 
who welcome Bookwit into prison. And there is the 
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footman Simon whose cry of ‘Thieves! Thieve: 
Thieves I as he is made to ‘ strip for Garnish ’ i 
Newgate, is the one irresistibly comic touch in th 
play. We should like to have seen more of them. 

The Tender Husband is Steele’s dramatic maste 
piece. It is unfortunate, therefore, that all thccred 
for it cannot be ascribed to him. An undefined shan 
consisting of ‘ many applauded Stroaks ’ and a pn 
logiie, was contributed by Addison, and the problei 
of where Steele ended and where Addison negaii 
still unsolved. It is possible, as Forster stiggestet 
that the character ol’ Sir Harry Gubbin (a kind ( 
prototype of the Tory Foxhunter in The Freeholdei 
may have been Addison’s, and it is tempting, n 
membering Leonora’s library in The Spectator, wit 
‘The Grand Cyrus: With a Pin stuck in one of th 
middle Leaves to assign Biddy Tipkin to the sam 
hand. 

In spite of the dedication to Addison, in whic 
Steele assures his friend that he has ‘ been very can 
fill to avoid everything that might look Ill-natur’( 
Immoral, or prejudicial to what the Better Parr t 
Mankind hold Sacred and Honourable,’ the didact 
cism and the sentimentality The Lying Lover ai 
conspicuous by their absence. The plot is as cynic, 
and heartless as in a Restoration piece. It is the ol 
theme of fortune-hunting. The hunters are Captai 
Clerimont (who captures the romantic, and wealth^ 
Biddy Tipkin) and Fainlove (the ‘cast mistress’ c 
Cleriraont’s brother), who entraps the gaping Hun 
phrey Gubbin. It is characteristic that our sympath 
is with the fortune-hunters all the time. The repr< 
sentatives ^of law and order, old Tipkin and th< 
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^ Wee^el-fac’d cross old Gentleman with Spindle- 
Shanks Sir Harry Gubbin, only excite oiir contempt, 
The tone is set at the first appearance of Captain 
Clerlmont and his friend Pounce. They are discuss- 
ing the great Lombard Street heiress MissTipkin: — 

Fon. To my knowledge Ten thousand Pounds in 
Money. 

Ca. CL Such a Statuie^ such a Blooming Counle- 
nance^ so easy a Shape ! 

Fofi, In Jewels of her Grandmolher^s five thousand — 

Ca. CL Pier Wit so lively, her Mein so alluring ! 

Fou. In Land a Thousand a Yeai. 

Ca. cL Her Lips have that certain Prominence, that 
Swelling softness, that they invite to a pressure j her 
Eyes that Languer, that they give Pain, tho' they look 
only incliiPd to rcst---.Hei whole Person that one 
Charm — , . . 

Fou, Why I thought you had never seen her — 

Ca. CL No more I haift, 

Fou, Who told you then of her inviting Lips, her 
soft sleepy Eyes — 

Ca. CL You, yourself— 

Fou, Sure you rave, I never spoke of her afore 
to yoiu 

Ca. Cl, Why, you won^t face me down — Did you not 
just now say, she had loooo/. in Money, five in Jewels, 
and a Thousand a Year ? 

The wooing and winning of Miss Tipkia and the 
cajoling of Master Gubbin are conducted in the same 
spirit_ of engaging impudence. The ethics of the 
siiuadon do not enter into the question at all. Every- 
thing is still in a state of nature and the quick wits of 
Clerimont and his accomplices prey upon the follies 
of their victims as irresistibly as a stoat upon a rabbit. 

Humphry Gubbin has been compared often enough 
to Tony Lumpkin. The resemblance, indeed, is 
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sufficiently striking. They are both awkward, high- 
spirited country boobies; they have both been en- 
dowed with an infinite capacity for getting into 
mischief; and (a detail that seems to convict Gold- 
smith of plagiarism) they both boggle at marrying 
their cousins. Tony, however, who had only a doat- 
ing mother to get round, was the more happily cir- 
cumstanced. Humphry’s fiither, Sir Harry Gubbin, 
was made of sterner stuff than Mrs. Hardcastle. 
There is an admirable moment in which he disposes 
of his son’s conscientious scruples : — 

Hma. But harke’e, Unkle, 1 have a Scruple I had 
better mention before Marriage than after. 

Tip, What’s that. What’s that ? 

Himi. My Cousin, you know, is a Kin to me, and 
I don’t think it Lawful for a young Man to Marry his 
own Relations. 

Sir Ha, Harke’e, harke’e, Numps ; We have got a 
Way to solve all that, Sirrah! Consider this Cudgel ! Your 
Cousin I suppose I’d have you Marry your Grandmother ! 
What then ? {apart.) 

Tip. Well, has your Father satisfy’d you in the Point, 
Mr. Humphiy? 

Hm. Ay, ay. Sir, very well : I have not the least 
scruple remaining. No, no,— not in the least. Sir. 

In any case, I am not sure that Tony would have 
surrendered so tamely. There was more spirit and 
more ingenuity in him than in his surly, thick-headed 
prototype. 

Biddy Tipkin, on the other hand, is descended from 
Moliere’s prdc'tmses ridicules and is the ancestress of 
Lydia Languish. ‘A perfect Qiiixot in Petticoats 
she passes the time with Philocles, Artaxerxes, Oroon- 
dates and the other princes of the French romances. 
It is her ambition to be another Elesmonda, Clidamira, 



or Deidamia, but she has a serious obstacle to over- 
come in her very bourgeois name: — 

Net. . . . if you ask my name, 1 must confess you put 
me upon Revealing what I always keep as the gicatest 
Secret I have— for would you believe it— They have 
called me— I don't know how to own it, but they liave 
called me — Bridget. 

Caj)t. Bridget? 

Me/, Bridget. 

Caj>t. Bridget? 

Nei. Spaie my Confusion, I beseech you, Sir, and it 
you have occasion to mention me, let it be by Parthe- 
nissa, for that's the Name I have assum’d ever since 
I came to ycais of Discretion. 

It is interesting to note that the acrimonious Dennis 
attacked Biddy as an anachronism, arguing that ‘ if 
a Comick Poet does not paint the Times in which he 
lives, he does nothing at all and adding that ‘ the 
reading of Romances and books of Knight-errantry ’ 
had gone out of fashion years before. He was writing 
in 17 Ip, but the popularity of Mrs. t,enox’s Th' 
Female Quixote (which was published as late as I7ya) 
suggests that the vogue of the old romances was 
a long time in dying. 

The subsidiary plot, which gives the play its title, 
is taken up with an intrigue between Fainlove (a 
woman disguised as a fop) and Mrs. Cleriniont, and 
culminates in Mrs. Clerimont’s surrender, their stir- 
prisal by Glerimont— he is the Captain’s brother — 
and the humiliation of Mrs. Cleriniont. It is un- 
savoury in tone and makes unpleasant reading. 

’ In the years after 170^ there is a gap in Steele’s 
dramatic activities. That his interest in the theatre 
was still vigorous is proved by the dramatic criticism 
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in The Tatler, The Spectator^ Town-Talk^ The TheaUe^ 
and elsewhere, and ill 1714 he became a sort of sleep- 
ing partner in the Drury Lane management. But 
marriages, business affairs, journalism, and politics 
occupied all his time. It was not until 17 that he 
at last found time to begin the comedy, based upon 
Terence's Andria^ which was first called The Fine 
Gentlema 7 i^ later The Unfashionable Tovers^ and finally 
The Conscious Lovers, 'The principal characters of 
the play made their first appearance in The Theatre^ 
one of the last of Steele's numerous periodicals* 
Lucinda is described there as ‘ a young Woman of a 
most unaffected, easy and engaging Behaviour'; 
Charles Myrtle is a virtuous Templar with the single 
fault of jealousy ; Sealand is ^ a true Pattern of that 
hind of third Gentry, which has arose in the World 
this last Century ' ; and Humphry is a faithful ‘ Valet 
de Chambre In a later number of The Theatre 
Steele, in the character of Sir John Edgar, added 
some further details: — 

A Friend of Mine, who was lately preparing a Comedy 
according to the just Laws of the Stage, had formed 
a character of a Gentleman very patient of injuries 
where he did not think himself authorized to resent them, 
but equally impatient upon occasions wherein it is his 
duty to exert anger and resentment. The third Act of 

^ Humphrey cuts a more amusing figure here than he does in 
The Conscious Lo’vtrs, — ‘I cannot accuse him but of one ungentle- 
manly Thing, dining our whole Time together 5 and that was, 
He brought a Taylor to see me as I walk’d in Lincoln’s Inn Gaiden, 
and sold him the Coat I then had on iny Back, while I was musing 
concerning the Course of Human Affairs in the Upper Walk. This 
I cannot call an Injustice, for I had given him the Suit, and he 
put me in it, because it was waiin, the Day after I gave it him 
being cold 
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this Comedy, which had not some accidents pi evented, 
would have been peiformcd before this Time, has a scene 
in it, wherein the fiist character bears unprovoked 
wrongs, denies a duel, and still appears a man of honour 
and courage. 

The accident which is hinted at seems to have been 
the indifference of the other managers, who ‘ dozed 
over the perusal, and in the end unanimously con- 
demned it’. Cibber, however, came to Steele’s rescue 
and ‘ offered to enliven it with the characters of Tom- 
and Phillis’. ‘The spirit with which Colley executed 
his part ’, Derrick remarks, ‘ is well known ; and lor 
some of the most pleasant speeches in the play, we 
are indebted to his vast sense of humour.’ 

The plot is that of the Andria^ and one or two of 
the scenes are actually translated from Terence. 
The Pamphilus is Bevil. His father. Sir John Bevil, 
intends to marry him to Lucinda, and Lucinda’s 
father, Sealaiid, is also in favour of the match. But 
Mrs. Sealand wishes her daughter to marry a certain 
Cimberton, ‘ a Coxcomb ’, and Lucinda herself is in 
love with Myrtle, the Charinus of the Andyia, A 
filial respect for his father, ‘ carried ’, in Dennis’s 
opinion, ‘ a great deal too far ’, prevents Bevil declin- 
ing the match, but his heart is with a mysterious 
Indiana, the Gly cerium of Terence, an orphan whom 
he has brought from France and is maintaining, in 
the strictest respectability, in London. The diffi- 
culties in which every one is involved are finally 
solved by the discovery that Indiana is a long-lost 
daughter of Sealand’s.’ 

’ The plot is full of iinpiobabilitics. Dennis pointctl out the 
unlikelihood of Senlaml’s wishing, or even being able, to retain 
his asstitned name. All the substantial Bristol merchants were 
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The characterisation is in the conventions of the 
sentimentalists. Sir John is the ideally affectionate 
father and Bevil the ideally affectionate son. Hum- 
phry, the representative of Terence’s Sosia, is the 
faithful old family retainer^ And Indiana is, in 
Haslitts words, ^as listless, and as insipid, as a droop- 
ing figure on an Indian screen It is a relief to turn 
to the two servants, Phillis and Torn. How far they 
are the creation of Cibber and how far they are 
Steele’s is not clear, but one scene, and that the best 
in the play, is undoubtedly Steele’s. It is that in which 
Tom recalls to Phillis the details of their first meet- 
ing, and it is based upon one of Steele’s own papers 
in The Guartiian : — 

To?n. It was on the first of April, one thousand seven 
hundred and fifteen, I came into Mr. Sealand^s Service ; 
I was then a Hobble-de-Hoy, and you a pretty little 
tight Girl, a favourite Handmaid of the Housekeeper. — 
At that Time, we neither of us knew what was in us : 
I remember, I was ordered to get out of the window, one 
pair of Stairs, to rub the Sashes clean— the Person em- 
ploy’d, on the inner side, was your charming self, whom 
I had never seen before, 

VhtL I think, I remember the silly Accident : What 
made ye, you Oaf, ready to fall down into the Street ? 

Torn, You know not, I warrant you^ — ^You could not 
guess what surprijiM me. You took no Delight, when 
you immediately grew wanton, in your conquest, and 
put your Lips close, and breath’d upon the Glass, and 

well known in Loudon. He also showed that Be vifs silence to 
Indiana is unreasonable. He could have told hei that he loved 
her, even if they were Jiot able to many until later. Dennis 
finally piovcd that Indiana could never have fallen into the hands 
of a Toulon puVateer on a voyacc to India, and that once ariived 
at Toulon she must immediately have communicated with her 
English friends. The objeciions arc distinctly interesting. 
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when my Lips approach’d, a dirty Cloth you riibb’d 
against my Face, and hid your beauteous Form ; when 
I again drew near, you spit, and tubb’d, and smil’d 
at my Undoing. 

Vhtl. What silly Thoughts you Men have ! 

‘ We are here once mor6 Hazlitt exclaimed on read- 
ing this scene, ‘in the company of oiir old friend, 
Isaac Biclterstalf, Ksej.’ 


ill 

Steele has never been ranJeed very high as a drama- 
tist, even by his apologists. It is probable, indeed, 
that his plays are rather better than it has been 
customary to admit. I would not hesitate to put him 
on a level with DeJeker or Shirley or, to come down 
to our own times, with Sir James Barrie. Fiis 
comedies are alive; thejr have what the cant of 
criticism used to call vwif/a vlr. It is true his de- 
ficiencies are serious and glaring. Apparently a 
feeling for construction was totally lacking in 
Steele. His substitute for it was a lavish ingenuity 
in elaborating intricacies of plot, of most of which 
he is never able to make use. A typical example 
occurs in TJse Conscious JLoveis, though that play 
(perhaps because of Cibber’s assistance) is on the 
whole the least unsatisfactory in this respect. The 
misanthropy of Indiana’s aunt was due to ‘ the Be- 
haviour of one Man to myself’. Who was this man ? 
It is possible that Sealand is meant, but a false lover 
cettainly seems to be indicated. The mystery is 
never cleared up or referred to again. Analogous to 
this is Steeles habit of introducing characters which 
impede instead of advancing the progression of the 
play. Sable and Puzzle and Trim’s recruits in 7"/je 
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Fmieial, Storm and Charcoal in 'The Lying fjove), are 
cases in point. They are all, in the strict sense, 
irrelevant; that they provide some of the most 
attractive scenes in these plays is only additional 
evidence of the perversity of Steele’s dramatic in- 
stincts. 

The occasional uncertainty, cumbroiisness, and 
obscurity of the dialogue are more remarkable. They 
might be attributed to carelessness or hurry, were they 
not particularly evident in the most ambitious scenes. 
An example is the celebrated duel scene in The Con- 
scious LoveYs. In the preface to that play we are 
informed that ‘ the whole was writ for the sake of 
the Scene of the Fourth Act, wherein Mr. Bevill 
evades the (parrel with his Friend ’ ; but it is pre- 
cisely in this scene that the cumbrousness of the 
dialogue is most obvious. The climax of the scene is 
Bevil’s soliloquy : — 

Shall I (though provok’d to the Uttermost) recover 
myself at the Entrance of a third Person, and that my 
Servant too, and not have Respect enough to all 1 have 
ever been leceiving from Infancy, the Obligation to the 
best of Fathers, to an unhappy Virgin too, whose Life 
depends on mine. {Shuttmg the door.) [To Myrtle.) I 
have, thank Heaven, had time to recollect my self, and 
shall not, for fear of what such a rash Man as you think 
of me, keep longer uncxplain’d the false Appearances, 
under which your Infirmity of Temper makes you sufler ; 
when, perhaps, too much Regard to a false Point of 
Honour, makes me prolong that Suffering. 

What is one to make of it.? Dennis characterized 
the English in this scene as ‘awkward, clumsy, and 
spiritless ’. It is, indeed, only a degree better than 
the blank verse which disfigures The Funeral and 
The Lying Lover. 
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The moral and sentimental preoccupations of Steele 

0 not lequire to be emphasized. It is not unjust to 
escribe them as sincere, but superficial and iiniii- 
riicted. Hazlitt, who seems to have had something 
f a prejudice against Steele’s plays, is not really nnfiiir 

1 this connexion. ‘The author’, he complains, 
seems to be all the time on his good behaviour, as it 
'riting a comedy was no very creditable employment, 
rd as if the ultimate object of his ambition was 
dedication to the queen. Nothing can be better 
eaiu, or more inefficient. It is almost a misnomer 

I call them comedies; they arc rather homilies in 
alogue, in which a number of very pretty ladies and 
mtlemen discuss the fashionable topics of gaming, of 
telling, of seduction, of scandal, &c., with a sickly 
nsibility, that shows as little hearty aversion to vice 
sincere attachment to virtue.’ 

What are we to set against these defects.? A cer- 
in freshness and naturalness in the characterization, 
rticularly in his young girls, his Biddy and Sharlot 
d Harriot and Phillis. A good-tempered, good- 
tured sense of humour. ‘Just strokes of tiumour 
admiring contemporary wrote. 

Just strokes of Humour St— le can best impait, 

And picture human Life with truest Art. 

id finally an eye, the essayist’s eye, for detail and 
our. Perhaps if there had not been a Tatler or 
spectator we should not stop at this vignette of the 
■w Exchange in 7 he Lying Lover : — 

5ne little lisping Rogue, Ribbandths, GJoveths, Tip- 
>eths — Sir, cries another^ will you buy a fine Sword- 
not; then a third, pretty Voice and Curtsie;^Does 
lot your Lady want Hoods, Scarfs, fine green SilJc 
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Fune\al, Storm and Charcoal in The Lying Love), arc 
cases in point. They are all, in the strict sense, 
irrelevant ; that they provide some of the most 
attractive scenes in these plays is only additional 
evidence of the pervei'sity of Steele’s dramatic in- 
stincts. 

The occasional uncertainty, cumbrousness, and 
obscurity of the dialogue are more remarkable. They 
might be attributed to carelessness or hurry, were they 
not particularly evident in the most ambitious scenes. 
An example is the celebrated duel scene in The Con- 
scious LoveYs. In the prefece to that play wc are 
informed that ‘ the whole was writ for the sake of 
the Scene of the Fourth Act, wherein Mr. Bevill 
evades the Quarrel with his Friend’; but it is pre- 
cisely in this scene that the cumbrousness of the 
dialogue is most obvious. The climax of the scene is 
Bevil’s soliloquy : — 

Shall I (though provok’d to the Utteimost) recover 
myself at the Entrance of a third Person, and that my 
Servant too, and not have Respect enough to all 1 have 
ever been receiving from Infancy, the Obligation to the 
best of Fathers, to an unhappy Virgin too, whose Life 
depends on mine. {Shutting the door.) [To Myrtle.) I 
have, thank Heaven, had time to recollect my self, and 
shall not, for fear of what such a rash Man as you think 
of me, keep longer unexplain’d the false Appearances, 
under which your Infirmity of Temper makes you suffer j 
when, perhaps, too much Regard to a false Point of 
Honour, makes me prolong that Suffering. 

What is one to make of it? Dennis characterized 
the English in this scene as ‘awkward, clumsy, and 
spiritless’. It is, indeed, only a degree better than 
the blank verse which di.sfigures The Funeral and 
The Lying Lover. 



The moral and sentimental preoccupations of Steele 
do not require to be emphasized. It is not unjust to 
describe tWm as sincere, but superficial and unin- 
structed. Hazlitt, who seems to have had something 
of a prejudice against Steele’s plays, is not really unfair 
in this connexion. ‘The author’, he complains, 

‘ seems to be all the time on his good behaviour, as if 
writing a comedy was no very creditable employment, 
and as if the ultimate object of his ambition was 
a dedication to the queen. Nothing can be better 
meant, or more inefficient. It is almost a misnomer 
to call them comedies; they are rather homilies in 
dialogue, in which a number of very pretty ladies and 
gentlemen discuss the fashionable topics of gaming, of 
duelling, of seduction, of scandal, &e., with a sickly 
sensibility, that shows as little hearty aversion to vice 
as sincere attachment to virtue.’ 

What are we to set against these defects ? A cer- 
tain freshness and naturalness in the characterization, 
particularly in his young girls, his Biddy and Sharlot 
and Harriot and Phillis. A good-tempered, good- 
natured sense of humour. ‘Just strokes of Humour ’, 
an admiring contemporary wrote. 

Just strokes of Humour St— le can best impart, 

And picture human Life with truest Art. 

And finally an eye, the essayist’s eye, for detail and 
colour. Perhaps if there had not been a Tat/er or 
a Spectator we should not stop at this vignette of the 
New Exchange in The Lying Jj>ver \ — 

One little lisping Rogue, Ribbandths, Gioveths, Tip- 
peths. — Sir, cries another, will you buy a fine Sword- 
knot; then a third, pretty Voice and Curtsie ;~Does 
not your Lady want Hoods, Scarfs, fine green Silk 
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Stockings. — I went by as if 1 had been in Scraglk 
living Gallery of Beauties^ — staring from side to sid 
bowing, they laughing. 

Or, ill The Funeral, at Lady Brumpton’s anticlpatl 
of a visit to the theatre : — 

What Pleasure 'twill be when my Lady Bnimpton’s Fi 
man’s call’d (who kept a place for that very purpose 
make a suddain Insurrection of Fine ^Vigs in the 
and Side- Boxes. Then with a pretty sonow in o 
Face, and a willing Blush for being Star’d at, one ’ 
tuies to look round and Bow, to one of one’s ' 
Quality. Thus {yery Derectly) to a Smug Pietenc 
Mlow of no Foitunc : Thus {as scarce seeing him 
one that Writes Lampoons : Thus {Fearfully) to one 
really Loves : Thus {looking down) to one’s Wo 
Acquaintance, from Box to Box; Thus {yuHh . 
differently Familiar). 

Or at Sir Harry Gubbiii’s inventory of the fiirni 
in his brother’s bedroom : — 

A Suit of Tapestry Hangings, with the Stoiy of Ju 
and Holoferiies, torn only where the Head should 
been oft— an old Bedsted curiously wrought about 
Posts, consisting of two Load of Timber. A H 
a Basin, three Razois and a Comb-Case. 

Or at Book wit’s little lyric upon the belles of the 1 
ill November: — 

Oh ! to see the dear things trip, trip along, and br 
so short, nipt with the Season. 

As it is we prize most the passages in Steele’s comt 
which recall us to his essays. He was an essayist 
of all, a dramatist only secondarily. 



IV 

MRS. CENTLIVRE 


i 

W PIAT a Pox have the Women to do with the 
Muses ? ’ exclaims the Critick of A Comparison 
between the Two Stages. * I hate these Petticoat 
Authors; 'tis false Grammar, there’s no Feminine for 
the Latin word, ’tis entirely of the Masculine Gender, 
and the T,anguage won’t bear such a thing as a She- 
Author.’ The tirade typifies the attitude of the 
world of culture in the (ace of the invasion of litera- 
ture by the ‘fair sex’ which had begun with the 
Restoration. An authoress was still a monstrosity. It 
was not only ridiculous, it was against the nature of 
things for a woman to write. The prejudice was, no 
doubt, a simple matter of sex antagonism, It may, 
however, have received some support in the charac- 
ters and records of the few professional authoresses 
the period possessed. Aphra Bchn, Mrs. Manley, 
F.lizabcth Thomas, and .Eliza Haywood could not 
boast of very savoury careers. They were the best 
possible argument against a ‘ Petticoat- Author 

The modest Muse a Veil with Pity throws 
O'er Vice’s Friends and Virtue’s Female Foes; 
Abash’d she views the bold unblushing Mien 
Of modern Manley, Centlivre, and Behn. 

Susanna Centlivre, the once ‘ celebrated Mrs. Cent- 
livre’, was no better and no worse than the others. 
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In her younger days she appears to have been some 
thing of an adventuress. ‘She was inclined to ^ ^ 
very gay is the reluctant admission of a feiniinfj*^^ 
admirer, and Boyer, another admirer, refers discreetly 
to ‘several gay Adventures (over which we shal 
draw a Veil) It has been asserted that she wa-S ti* 
one time the mistress of the poet Anthony Hanimoue 
and that she lived with him, when he was still ar 
undergraduate at Cambridge, in boy’s clothes. She w as 
later ‘married or something like it’ to a Mr. Fox. 
then to a Mr. Carrol (who was killed in a duel),_ anc 
finally and indisputably in to Joseph Centlivre 
a Huguenot refugee who became Queen Anne’s cook 
A number of dates between 166^7 and idSo have been 
proposed for the year of her birch, and she has beet 
provided with two fathers. It is certain that she dice 
in London on the 1st of December 1723. 

In spite of a somewhat disreputable youtli wc nre 
told that Mrs. Centlivre later ‘lived in a decent clear 
Manner, and could show (which I believe few othci 
Poets could, who depended chiefly on their pcri^ 
a great many Jewels and Pieces of Plate, which wert 
the Produce of her own Labour, either purchased by 
the Money brought in by her copies, her Benefit- 
Plays, or were Presents from Patrons’; and hcJ 
acquaintances included ‘a great Number of Gentle- 
men of Eminence and Wit, particularly, Sir Richarc 
Steele, Mr, Rowe, Mr. IBudgell, Dr. Sewel, JVtr 
Amhurst, &c.’ It is to be noted that the.se ‘Gentle 
men of Eminence and Wit’ were all Whigs. IVlrs 
Centlivre was an enthusiastic Whig herselfjand thi: 
was probably the origin of these connexions. Like 
most of the Whig writers of the time she occupici 
a niche in The T>unciaf }\ — 
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At last Centlivie felt her voice to fail 5 
Motteux himself unfinished left his talc j 
Boyer the State and Law the Stage gave o’er j 
Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more. 


Pope also attacked her in two pamphlets, Revenge hy 
Poison on the Body of Mr, Edmund Curll and its sequel, 
The most de()lorable condition of Mr. Edmund Cnrll,, 
and it has recently been suggested by Mr. George 
Sherburn (mistakenly, I think) that she may have 
been the original of Phoebe Clinkei in Three Hours 
after Marriage. The ostensible origin of these attacks 
was ‘a Pallad against Mr, Pope’s Homer before he 
began it’, called The Cathohek Poet; or, Protestant 
Barnahy^s Soriowful Lamentation, of which Pope sus- 
pected Mrs. Centlivre. It is a scurrilous poem, but 
there is evidence that Pope was wrong in attributing 
it to her. 


ii 

Mrs. Centlivre’s nineteen plays include fourteen 
comedies, three farces, a tragedy, and a tragi-comedy, 
and range in date from [700 to 1722. The farces, 
the tragedy, and the tragi-comedy, though the last 
has some amusing comic scenes, are almost completely 
M'orthless, It is upon the comedies, and not upon all 
of them by any means, that her reputation must rest. 
The Beau's ^Btiel, The Stolen Heiress, Love's Con- 
trivance, The Platonick Lady, Mar-Plot, The Man's 
bewitch'd. The Peiflex'd Loveis, and The Artifice, 
may be mentioned only to be dismissed. The 
Stolen Heiress is a slovenly adaptation of a Caroline 
romantic comedy ; Love's Contrivance is run, together 
from two of Moliirc’s farces fThe Man's bewitch'd 
is' a' translation from the French dramatist Haute- 
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roclie; and The Perplex'd Lovers is admittedly onl) 
an English version oF an unnamed Spanish play 
The Beau's Duel, The Platonick Lady^ Mar-Plot^ anc 
The Artifice are more or less original, but that i, 
the only claim to consideration thej^ossess. Witl 
the six comedies which remain— 7i6e Gamester 
The Basset-Table, Ltrve at a Tentme, The Bust 
Body, The fVardcr, A Bold Stroke Jor a fVife— 
the position is difl'erent. They have all a certaii 
vitality and technical finesse, and arc as good example 
as one can hope to find oFthe work of the professiona 
dramatist oF the eighteenth century. They have, i 
must be admitted, no intellectual or literary signi 
ficance; the writing is never distinguished and th 
characterization, with the single exception oFMarplc 
in The Basie Body, is conventional and siipcrlicia 
But the purpose for which they were written is ful 
filled, to a greater or less extent, in all of then 
They amuse, they distract the mind. Mrs. Cen 
livre’s comedies occupy the position in the literatui 
of the eighteenth eentury that is now filled by a d< 
tcctive story. They are the milway reading c 
Georgian England. 

The first of Mrs. Centlivre’s plays to create sonu 
thing oF a sensation was The Gamester. It is a 
experiment in the Cibberian manner with an abui 
dance of ethical and sentimental motives, and as sue 
is only moderately successful. 'I'hc theme, howeve 
is a picturesque one, and the local colour, with all il 
technicalities of the gaming table.s, is worked up wcl 
We hear the croupier calling the score. ‘ Seven’s tl 
Main’, ‘Four to Seven’, ‘Four Trae-Acc’, ‘Due 
Ace’, ‘Quator Duce’, ‘Cinque Ducc’. We sec tl 
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unsuccessflil gambler ‘with Anns a cross, down cast 
Eyes, no Powder in his Perriwig ; a Steenkirk tuck’d 
in to hide the Dirt, Sword-knot nnty’d ; no Gloves, 
and Hands and Face as dirty as a Tinker We are 
introduced to the ‘ back-hand tip and the ‘ Doctors ’ 
or false dice. Wc hear the box-keeper warning the 
players not to ‘ stay late for fear of the Press-masters, 
here was two Gangs last night before twelve a Clock 

The gamester of the title is the younger Valere, who 
hesitates between his darling vice and the charms of 
Angelica, who will not marry him until he has ab- 
jured gambling. The climax comes when Angelica, 

’ disguised as a young beau, wins a portrait of herself^ 
which she had recently given Valere and which he had 
promised never to part with. Finally, of course, Valere 
repents and reforms his ways, and Angelica forgives 
and marries him. The bulk of the play is based upon 
Re^na.rd's youeur,hi\t the sentimental conclusion 
is Mrs. Centlivre’s own invention. In the French 
version Valbre, after losing his beloved by staking 
her gift at the tables, remains to the end the slave of 
his ruling passion, consoling himself with the hope 
that 

quelque jour 

Lc jeu m’acquittera dcs pertes de 1’ amour. 

The difference is a piquant illustration of the con- 
trasting ideals of the classical comedy of Regnard and 
the sentimental comedy of Mrs. Centlivre. 

T/je Basset-Table was written as a pendant to 
The Gamester, the gambler in this case being a 
woman and the reformer a man. The connexion 
between the two plays is similar to that between The 
Careless Husband and The Lady's Last Stake of Cibber. 

3+4-7 K 
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The hero and heroine are the virtuous Lord Worthy 
and the frivolous Lady Reveller, and their passages 
of arms are in the typically sentimental manner, in 
most of the scenes, however, the sentimentalism is 
obscured by the introduction of a number of the con- 
ventional types of Restoration Comedy. There is 
a Sir Tames Courtly, ‘an airy Gentleman ; a Su 
Richard Plainman, ‘a great Lover of a Soklier, and 
an inveterate enemy to the French ’ ; a mull Captain 
Hearty ; a Buckle and Alpicw, the pert lootman anc 
the perter waiting woman ; and a Mr. and Mis. Sago 
a city couple who call each other Ruddy tUic 
‘Keecky’and indeed conduct all their convcrsatioi 
in a kind of baby language. The most original charac 
ter is Valeria, who is described as a ‘ Philosophica 
Girl ’. She comes in running— don't stop me, I shal 
lose the first Insect for Dcsection, a huge Flesh Fly ’ 
A little later she is discovered in her study, ‘ wit! 
Books upon a Table, a Microscope, putting Fish upoi 
it, several Animals lying by She is a great reade 
of ‘ Discartes ’ and the other philosophers, and is con 
fidenc that ‘Custom would bring them as much i 
Fashion as Furbclocs Her curiosity is indefatigable 
and the moment she is introduced to Captain Heart’ 
she begins to inquire ‘ if ever you had the curiosit 
to inspect a Mermaid — Or if you arc convinced ther 
is a World in every Star It is disconcerting to fin 
that she has a lover, but their billing and cooin 
usually resolves itself into a discus-sion of the ‘ Lain 
bricus Latus’ and the ‘Lnmbricus teres intestinalif 
and similar mysteries. Alternatively they fish for ee 
in vinegar. To the modern reader Valeria is a ratht 
pathetic figure. She means no harm, and .she is ne 
by any means a fool. It is true she is a blue-stockinj 



that is her only crime; hut the eighteenth century 
was curiously merciless to blue-stockings.‘ 

The Basset-Tabhy though it was less successful, is 
a rather better comedy than The Gamester, Perhaps 
it is because the tone is more consistently that of 
a comedy of manners, less realistic; perhaps because 
the moralizing and the sentimental issues, never quite 
sincere with Mrs. Centlivre, are not so emphasized. 
The dialogue is written with spirit and an, ‘atmo- 
sphere ’ is maintained with considerable skill. The 
opening scene is probably the most effective. It is 
four o’clock in the morning, and the footmen and 
porters (‘ with Chairs, Torches, and Flambeaux ’) are 
sleepily wailing for the gambling party to break up. 
At last the basset comes to an end. The servants are 
to be heard shouting within. ‘ Mr. Looseall’s Man 
‘Mr. Sonica’s Servant ‘ Ha, Hy, my Lady Gamewel’s 
Chair ready there’. ‘Where the Devil’, erics one 
footman, ‘ is my Flambeaux ? ’ The porter tells 
another, ‘ your Lady has gone half an hour ago ’. 

* The Devil she is ’, he grumbles, ‘ why did you not 
call me ? ’ The shouting begins again. ‘ My Lady 
Umbray’s Coach there.’ ‘Hey! Will, pull up there.' 

Jjove at aTeritmey Mrs. Centlivre’s third important 
play, was acted in the New Theatre at Bath, probably 
in lyof), by a travelling troupe acting under the 
patronage of the Duke of Grafton. Mrs. Centlivre 
is said to have taken one of the parts herself In 
The Laureat, a not very trustworthy authority, it is 
Slated that Mrs. Centlivre had offered the play to 

' It lias been suggested that Valeria was intended to caticatuie 
a contcnipoiaiy feminist, Mary Astell, who is also satirized in Th 
Tat Ur, 
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Gibber at Drury Lane, Cibber, however, though he 
was later to appropriate many of its scenes for his 
own The ‘Double Gallant, reflised it with scorn. 
‘ Why, Madam, said he, This would be putting upon 
the Audience indeed . . . ’tis extravagant, it is out- 
raging Nature, it is silly, and it is not ridiculous.’ 
If the episode is not fictitious, Cibber certainly made 
a mistaKc. Love at a kentute is a very pleasant 
comedy, at least as good and probably better than 
Thomas Corneille’s Le G aland Double, upon which it 
is based. The Gamestem'iA The Basset-Table, though 
primarily experiments in the fashionable sentimen- 
talism, had shown that Mrs. Centlivre’s real talent 
lay rather in a lively reproduction of the manners 
and atmosphere of contemporary society. The senti- 
ment was false, but the animation was genuine and 
unquestionable. Love at a Fenture is an advance upon 
the earlier plays because it has discarded sentiment 
altogether. It is definitely more in the Restoration 
mode than the majority of Mrs. Centlivre’s comedies. 
The licence ofBellair, ‘A Gentleman just come from 
Travel; an Airy Spark’; the snivelling senility of 
Sir Paul Cautious ; the vapid fatuity of Wou’dbe — they 
are all more typical of the Restoration than of Queen 
Anne. And tne dialogue, particularly that of Bellair 
and his friend Sir William, has a sparkle which was 
becoming rarer every year. An additional interest 
is the skill with which the intrigue is conducted. 
There is an admirable scene in which Bellair appears 
before Camilla and Beliza, at one moment as a Colonel 
Revell, the lover of Beliza and a man of the world just 
back from Portugal, at the next as a Mr. Constant, 
Camilla’s lover and a steady-going country squire 
‘ come up about a Law-Suit ’, and with such assurance 
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iigenuity that he ends by convincing them. The 
le, Bellair’s promiscuity in amour, is naturally 
times a little audacious; but it is never gross, and 
mal impression the comedy leaves is one of gaiety, 
;aiety of the inimitable and (in spite of his oiit- 
)us behaviour) very likeable Bellair. 

ive at a Fenture was the first of Mrs. Centlivre’s 
; to exhibit to the full her ingenuity in the 
pulation of intrigue. In this it was an interesting 
unner of her masterpiece, indeed the only one 
:r comedies which is still almost readable, The 
? Body. It has been called the most remarkable 
dy of intrigue in English, and its supremacy in 
respect was recognized Ijy Steele on its first 
irance. ‘ The Plot ’, he wrote in a short notice 
he Tatlet\ ‘and Incidents of the Play are laid 
that Subtilty of Spirit which is peculiar to 
lies of Wit, and is very seldom well performed 
lose of the other Sex, in whom Craft in Love is 
ct of Invention, and not as with Women, the 
t of Nature and Instinct.' Unfortunately the 
lomedy of intrigue is apt to lose its savour when 
ncs down from the stage. The brilliance of its 
ises and the excitement of its coincidences tend 
'aporate on the printed page. A sympathetic 
nation, quick to respond to the effectiveness of 
lation in the theatre and willing to overlook 
ional crudities and improbabilities of detail, is 
red for a thorough appreciation The Bush Body. 
a play which demands the co-operation of the 
and the painted scene, and in their absence it 
easily fall a little flat. 

;o more or less parallel plots make up the play. 
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Sir George Airy is in love with Miranda, but is at the 
mercy of her avaricious guardian, Sir Francis Gripe, 
who wishes to marry her himself. Sir bi'anciss soil 
Charles and Isabinda are also in love, but Isabinda’s 
father refuses to allow them to meet. There are 
plots and counterplots of considerable ingenuity. In 
the end both of the loving couples are successful, but 
their success throughout is always all but prevented^ 
by the well-intended but unlucky interferences of 
the busybody of the title, the unfortunate Marplot, 
another of Sir Francis’s wards. Marplot is the real, 
if the unconscious, hero of T'hi! Busk Body. Hazlitt, 
in his telling way, has called him ‘ a standing 
memorial of unmeaning vivacity and assiduous iin-^ 
pertinence’. He is one of the most attractive of 
literature’s simpletons, a stepbrother, if not of Slen- 
der or Sir Andrew Aguecheek, at least of the gulls 
and niiniies, the Stephens and Fitzdottrels, of Ben 
Jonson’s plays. Mrs. Centlivre has characterized 
him in the list of the dramatis personae as ‘A sort 
of a silly Fellow, Cowardly, but very Inquisitive to 
know every Body’s Business, generally spoils all 
he undertakes, yet without Design’; but that is botlx 
an understatement and unfair. It is true Marplot 
is not fond of fighting, but that is ‘ purely to be 
serviceable to my Friends’. There is no limit 
to his good-nature. Even the ungrateful Charles 
finds ‘ a thousand Conveniences in him, he’ll lend me 
his Money when he has any, run of my Errands and 
be proud on’t ; in short, he’ll Pimp for me, Lye for 
me, Drink for me, do anything but Fight for me 
He has his little weaknesses. He is something of 
a snob and would give ten guineas to be introduced 
to ‘ a Man of Wit ’. ‘ Well ’, he reflects in his inno- 
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cence, ‘ ’tis a vast Addition to a Man’s Fortune, 
according to the Rout of the World, to be seen in the 
Company of Leading Men’, and he assures Sir George 
that ‘ a Bow from the side Bok or to be seen in your 
Chariot, binds me ever yoiiis But his ruling passion 
is not snobbery but inquisitiveness. ‘ Business, and 
I not know it. Egad, I’ll watch him,’ ‘ why the 
Devil should not one know every Man’s Concern ?’ 
‘ I shall go stark Mad, if I’m not let into this Secret ’ 
— his curiosity is always wringing from him exclama- 
tions of this sort. ‘ Lord, lord,’ he sighs (the reflec- 
tion has a Pepysian ring), ‘How little Curiosity some 
People have ! Now my chief pleasure lies in knowing 
every body’s Business.’ It is a demon which possesses 
him, and the itch of his curiosity makes him the 
burden of his friends, while the goodness of his heart, 
reinforced by the weakness of his head, is always 
delivering him into the hands of their enemies. He 
is involved in a perpetual whirl of abuse and castiga- 
tion, and the last we hear of him he is pitying himself, 
still blissfully unaware that he has only himself to 
thank for his misfortunes. ‘So here’s every body 
happy, I find, but poor Pilgarlick. I wonder what 
Satisfaction I shall have for being cuff’d, kick’d, and 
beaten in your Service.’ Dryden’s Sir Martin Marall 
must have been the model for Marplot, But Marplot 
is not by any means a mere copy. He wears his 
folly with a difference. He is absurd, but he is never, 
like Sir Martin, contemptible. He is, after all, a gentle- 
man, and he is not altogether a nincompoop; even 
Charles has to admit that ‘The Dog is diverting 
sometimes, or there wou’d be no enduring his Im- 
pertinence Sir Martin was never anything more 
than a walking vacancy. 
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The Wonder: A Wontan keeps a Secret and A Bold 
Sttvkefor a Wife are two comedies which are often 
set by the side of The Busk Bodie, They belong to 
the same genus certainly, that of the comedy of 
intrigue. They exhibit similarly ingenious situatio ns ; 
they arc bristling with parallel complications and 
misunderstandings. But they are The Busk Body 
without Marplot. Their characterization is conven- 
tional and superficial (Don Felix in The Wonder is 
a partial exception) and it is difficult, in the absence 
of the actors, to take much interest in the fortunes 
and misfortunes of such obvious puppets. The prob- 
lems which beset the lovers in these plays become, 
in the reading, almost algebraic. Let a represent the 
heavy father, let b be the comic servant, let c be the 
passionate jeune premier. We can imagine Mrs. Cent- 
livre working it out like a sum on the blackboard. 
There is no doubt, however, that the acting made all 
the difference. For one thing. The Wonder (with 
Wilks or Garrick in the role of Don Felix) was one 
of the most popular plays of the century. For 
another, Hazlitt, who could still see these plays at 
Covent Garden and Drury Lane, has praised The 
Wonder with an infectious enthusiasm the sincerity of 
which it is impossible to question. The passage is in 
the Lectures on the English Comic Writers and is too 
good not to be quoted. 

‘The “Wonder” is one of the best of our acting 
plays. The passion of jealousy in Don Felix is man- 
aged in such a way as to give as little offence as 
possible to the audience, for every appearance com- 
bines to excite and confirm his worst suspicions, 
while we, who are in the secret, laugh at his ground- 
less uneasiness and apprehensions. The ambiguity of 
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the heroine’s situation, which is like a continued 
practical equivot^ue^ gives rise to a quick succession of 
causeless alarms, subtle excuses, and the most hair- 
breadth ’scapes. The scene near the end, in which 
Don Felix, pretending to be drunk, forces his way- 
out of Don Manuel’s house, who wants to keep liim 
a prisoner, by producing his marriage-contract in the 
shape ol a pocket-pistol, with the terrors and confu- 
sion into which the old gentleman is thrown by this 
sort of argumentum ad hominem^ is one of the richest 
treats the stage affords, and calls forth incessant peals 
of laughter and applause. Besides the two principal 
chm'acters (Violante and Don Felix), Lissardo and 
Flippanta come in very well to carry on the under- 
plot ; and the airs and graces of an amorous waiting- 
maid and conceited man-servant, each copying after 
theii master' and mistress, were never hit ott' with 
more natural volubility or affected nonchalance than 
in this enviable couple. Lissardo 's playing off the 
diamond ring before the eyes of his mortified Dul- 
cinea, and aping his master’s absent manner while 
repeating “ Boast me these Violantes ”, as well as 
the jealous quarrel of two waiting- maids, which 
threatens to end in some very extraordinary dis- 
coveries, are among the most amusing traits in this 
comedy. Colonel Briton, the lover of Clara, is a 
spirited and enterprising soldier of fortune; and his 
servant Gibby’s undaunted, incorrigible blundering, 
with a dash of nationality in it, tells in a very edify- 
ing way.’ 

Although Hazlitt has omitted A Bold Stroke for a 
M''tfe from his survey, the case is much the same with 
it as with fhe Jd-^onder. There can be no doubt that 
a play which has contributed to the language the 

3W L 
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once proverbial expression ‘ the real Simon Pur 
must have been a popular favourite. But it is dij 
cult now to recapture the first rapture ofour ancesto 
^ Bold Stroke for a fVife is not absolutely unreadab. 
but it cannot be called a good play. It is, howevt 
better written than "The onder^w^. the plot is easier 
follow. The centre of all the intrigues is Mrs. Lovel 
She has been provided by her father with four gna 
dians. They are Sir Philip Modclove, ‘ an old Bea 
that has May in his Fancy and Dress, but Decembi 
in his Face and his Heels ; he admires nothing bi 
new Fashions, and those must be French; low 
Operas, Balls, Masquerades, and is always the mo 
tawdry of the whole Company on a Birth-day ’ 
Periwinkle, *a kind of Virtuoso, a silly, half-wittt 
Fellow, but positive and surly ; fond of nothing bi 
\Wiat is Antique <uid Foreign, and wears his Cloatf 
of the Fashion of the last Century ; doats upon Trs 
velleis, and believes Sir John Mandiville more tha 
the Bible ’ ; Tradelovc, a merchant, ‘ a Fellow tha 
will out-lie the Devil for the Advantage of Stock, am 
cheat his father that got him in a Bargain ' ; am 
Obadiah Prim, a Quaker. The play is taken up witl 
the various devices and disguises by which Colonc 
Fainwell, having already secured the alFcctions 0 
Mrs. Lovely herself, tricks the guardians, one by one 
into consenting to the marriage. The interest of tin 
piece is to a certain extent in the ‘ humours ’ of th< 
guardians, but for the most part it consists in the con 
stantly renewed, but somewhat mechanical, ingenuitv 
of the intrigue. 
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iii 

Mrs. Centlivre, quite rightly, has not fared well at 
the hands of the critics. She was sneered at by Cibber 
and by Pope ; she was patronized by the Biographia 
Dramatica ; and more recently Mr, G. PI. Nettleton 
has shaken a professorial head over the indecency of 
her plays. The only critics who have written of 
Mrs. Centlivre with some enthusiasm are Hazlitt and, 
rather surprisingly, A. W. Ward — and even Ward 
concludes his appreciation with the admission that 
‘in style and in the contrivance of situations she 
habitually sinks to the lowest level of our post-Resto- 
ration drama, exhibiting no trace of sympathy with 
the better and purer tone which was gradually gain- 
ing ground in English comedy ’. Hazlitt, on the 
other hand, professed to discern in her plays ‘a pro- 
voking spirit and a volatile salt ’ which ‘ still pre- 
serves them from decay He praised her ‘intricate 
involution and artfiil Bimuement of the plof*. He 
applauded ‘ the archness of the humour and sly allusion 
to the most delicate points 

The indecency at which Hazlitt hints and to which 
Professor Nettleton objects must be conceded. It is 
even objectionably present in the tragi-comedy of 
The Perjur'd Husband. Put elsewhere it is of no 
importance ; it is scarcely ever offensive or embarrass- 
ing, never merely gross. Indeed, in comparison with 
her predecessors and with many of her contempo- 
raries Mrs. Centlivre is almost spotless. The sus- 
picion of immodesty which remains, the vague aroma 
of doubles entendres^ are fir from objectionable. They 
impart a flavour to the plays; they are the spices 
in the comic soup. 



j6 Comic Drama ^ 00—1750 

Mrs. CentUvre was a professional dramatist, and hei 
plays are specifically acting plays. Their effective- 
ness is one of action and or ensemble^ not of detail. 
They are without the brilliance of dialogue and the 
sparkle of antithesis which a reading play possesses. 
Their language is sometimes, as the Hiogmphia Dra- 
matica complained, ‘ poor, enervate, incorrect and 
puerile’. It is almost always careless, abrupt, and 
without distinction. Like Dryden’s Og, Mrs. Cenc- 
livre could ‘ doe anything but write But she had 
vivacity, vitality, and ingenuity. The characters in 
her comedies, though perhaps not one is original, are 
always to a greater or less extent animated. A few of 
them, Marplot certainly and perhaps Don Felix, arc 
really alive. She was particularly successful in the 
depiction of impudence. The impertinence of her 
fine gentlemen is only excelled by that of their 
servants. Valere has no rival except Hector, or 
Britton except Gibby. And it is as much the impu- 
dent curiosity as the inanity ofMarplot which appeals 
to us, just as it is the brazciiness rather than the 
- ingenuity of Bellair which is so attractive. 

Hazlitt, writing of a performance of The blonder 
at Covent Garden in i8id, speaks of it as a ‘ brilliant 
series of mis-timed exits and entrances ’. It is an 
admirable definition of that quality in. which Mrs. 
Centlivre is supreme. It is a genius for dove-tail- 
ing one laughable incident into another, for beget- 
ting ludicrous mistake upon ludicrous mistake. Mrs. 
Centlivre has no equal in the talent — -though it 
may not be always appreciated in the reading — of 
disposing her dramatis personae mto convenient closets 
and discovering them at inconvenient moments. She 
is without a rival in the possibilities she can detect hi 
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disguises, and in mistakes of identity. Indeed, to 
modern eyes, it often degenerates into a reckless 
defiance of realism. But within the conventions of 
her theatre she is a master-mechanic of dramatic con- 
struction. The prologue to The Artifice has put her 
merits not unfairly: — ■ 


Ask not, in such a General Dearth, much Wit, 

Tf she your Taste in Plot, and Humor hit : 

Plot, Humor, Business, form the Comic Feast, 
Wit’s but a highcr-rclish’d Sauce at best ; 

And when loo much, like Spice, destroys the Taste. 


It is Mrs. Centlivre’s justification that she did hit 
this taste, and her reward was that her comedies kept 
the stage much longer than many inherently better 
plays. They were popular throughout the eighteenth 
century, and The Busk Body and The JVonde\ sur- 
vived well into the nineteenth. Ethcrege by that 
time was forgotten and Wycherley had beeen care- 
fully^ ‘ doctored ’ into respectability, but Lamb and 
Hazlitt tyere able to laugh as heartily over the ‘bi'oad 
shining face, the orbicular rolling of his eye, and the 
alarming drop of his chin’ ofMunden as Marplot as 
their great-grandfathers may have done at the antics 
of Pack in the same part. 



V 

JOHN GAY 

i 

‘ A LITTLE, round, French abb^ of a man, slee. 

JTjL soft-hearted’. Gay is the most immediately lik 
able of the wits of the Scribleriis Club. The world 
still a little afraid of Swift, the terrible Dean with tf 
flashing blue eyes, ‘ quite azure as the heavens 
Arbuthnot, Atterbiiry, and the others are only ha 
remembered; and Pope — well, it Is certainly easier t 
respect than to like Pope. It was not very differei 
ill the eighteenth century. Voltaire, who had know 
the whole circle in his younger days, once told a 
English traveller who had found his way to Feme 
that ‘ he admired Swift and loved Gay vastly Tha 
is what we all feel. The laughing round face whic 
looks out of Kneller’s sketch in the National Portrai 
Gallery is as open and as irresistible as a boy’s. ‘ Ga’ 
was quite a naniral man,’ Pope told Spence, ‘ wholf 
without art or design, and spoke just what he though 
and as he thought it ’. It was this naturalness whicl 
was the secret of the attraction he exercised upoi 
his reserved and sophisticated contemporaries. In ; 
world of cynics Gay was a portent, a prodigy like thi 
ingenuous Huron in Voltaire’s novel. 

Of Manners gentle, of Affections mild, 

In Wit, a Man ; Simplicity a Child. 

The often quoted lines have been ponderously 
trounced by Dr. Johnson, but there is more of Gay 
in them, if there is less of poetry, than in the devil- 
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may-care epicureanism of the epitaph Gay wrote for 
himself; — 

Life is a jest j and all things show it, 

I thought so once ^ but now I know it. 

His epicureanism was not Byronic and picturesque ; 
it was more placid and sensual, the philosophy of a 
red-fiiced country squire. 

A certain idiosyncrasy and charm distinguished 
Gay as a companion, and there are the same qualities 
in his writings, Trivia; or, the Art of IValking the 
Streets of London, with its detailed portraits of the 
link boys and the chairmen, the sweeps, the small 
coal-men, the milkmaids, and the Mohocks of the 
eighteenth-century London, is as perennially fresh 
as the rainbow ; and The Shepherd's tVeek, for all that 
it was primarily a parody of Namby-Pamby Philips, is 
nearer Theocritus than any other pastoral in English, 
We would rather go maying with his Bowzybens 
or the uncouth Blouzelinda, 

Set off with kerchief starch’d and pinners clean, 

than with the most bedizened of Pope’s nymphs and 
shepherds. We would not exchange Molly Mog or 
black-eyed Susan for Belinda herself ‘ Charm ’, an 
individual and indefinable magic, was Gay’s distin- 
guishing characterisdc, and it has been for this 
‘ charm rather than for any more solid qualities, 
that the twentieth century has been flocking out to 
his plays at Mr. Playfair’s theatre in Plammersmiih. 

ii 

It was not until January 172,8 that The Beggars 
Opera made Gay very rich and Rich very gay. But 
the ‘ Newgate pastoral ’ was not by any means the 
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first piece the poet had written for the theatres. It 
was not even his first play to make a ‘ hit with the 
town. Two farces, two comedies, a tragedy, and a 
p.istoral had preceded The Beggars Opera ; and at 
least two of these. The M^hat D'Ye Call It and 7 hue 
Hours after Marriage, had scored a decided success. 
The Beggar's Opera was also followed by two ballad 
operas, a comedy, and a farce. It was not a solitary 
prodigy, but the culmination of a dramatic career 
which had been a series of similar experiments and 
innovations. 

The Mohocks, A Ttagi-Comkal Farce was the first 
of Gay’s experiments with the drama. It is partly a 
topical satire, an exposure not so much of the Mohocks 
themselves — the rowdy young bloods we have with 
us always — as of the consternation and dismay which 
they inspired. It is partly a farce, the crude but 
always laughable farce of inappropriate physical 
terrors. And it is partly a burlesque. Abaddon, the 
Emperor, discourses to his subjects in blank verse 
perhaps parodying Dryden’s: — 

Thus far our Riots with Success are crown’d. 

Have found no stop, oi what they found o’ercamc j 
In vain th’ embattell’d Watch in deep array. 

Against our Rage oppose their lifted Poles i 
Thiough Poles we rush triumphant, Watchman rolls 
On Watchman ^ 

and the oaths that Gogmagog imposes subsequently 
are an obvious parody of Hamlet. The embattled 
watch, on the other hand, worthy successors of Dog- 
berry and Verges, do not rise above prose : — 

They make no more of our Poles than so many Straws ; 
let me tell you, Sir, that I have seen them do such 
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things that would make a Man’s Hair stand on end — 
Jet me sec — ay — lo-morrow Night, ’twilj be three Nights 
ago— when 1 was going my lound — I met about five or 
six and thirty of these Mohocks — by the same token ’twas 
a very windy Morning — they all had Swords as broad as 
Butcheis Cleavers, and hack’d and hew’d down all before 
them — I saw — as I am a Man of credit, in the Neigh- 
bourhood — all the Ground covered with Noses — as thick 
as ’tis with Hail-stones after a Storm, 

In the battle of the watch-house which ensues, the 
watchmen are ignonihiioiisly defeated and compelled 
to change clothes with the Mohocks, who march 
them off to the Justices to be punished for their 
captors’ offences. It Is only at the very last moment 
that the truth comes out and the tables are turned and 
the Mohocks taken off to prison. 

The novelty o^TAe Mohocks was its fusion of the 
three genres^ hitherto unconnected in the drama, of 
topical satire, farce, and burlesque. There had been 
topical satires before, such as Shad well’s 'The Scovarers^ 
which is concerned with the seventeenth-century 
equivalents of the Mohocks; there had been farces; 
and there had been burlesques, like The Tehearsal^ or 
Estcourt’s Prunella (a skit on the Italian opera), or 
Cibber’s The Rival Queans, But the species were 
kept rigidly separate. It was probably the novelty 
of The Mohocks which led to its refiisal by the Drury 
Lane management. It is certainly a great deal better 
than the average farce of the time, and I believe the 
prologue ‘To b^e Spoken by the Publisher’ does nor 
exaggerate its acting merits : — 

This Farce, if the kind Players had thought fit 
With Action had supply’d its want of Wit. 

Oh Readers ! had you seen the Mohocks rage, 

And frighted Watchmen tremble on the Stage ; 

34+7 M 
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Had you but seen our mighty Emperor stalk ; 

And heaid in Cloudy honest Dicky talk, 

Seen Pinkethman in strutting Prig appear, 

And ’midst of Danger wisely lead the Rear. 

William Penketliman, ‘famous for his face’, and t] 
diminutive Dicky Norris were two low comedia 
who were the darlings of the galleries at Drury Lan 

^ Tbe IViJe of Bath^ a rubbishy comedy on conve 
tional lines, of which Chaucer, metaenorphosed iir 
a Queen Anne gallant, is the hero, is iinimportan 
iiut in The mat U Ye Call It: ATragi-Comi-Paston 
Gay returned to the genre lie had created i 
The Mohocks^ and with greater success. The exper 
ment, he justly claims in the preface, is more amb 
tious, and more effective ‘ in interweaving the sever; 
Kinds of Drama with each other, so that they canne 
be distinguish’d or .sqiaratcd There arc two play 
1 inning of the Shrew and otht 
Elizabethan plays ; an outer and an inner play. Th 
outer play, which is in prose, is negligible; Gay wa 
never as certain of himself; I think, in prose as i 
verse. A solitary exception is provided by th 
theatrical reminiscences of Sir Roger, the clderh 
country J.P. who fancies himself as a dramati' 
critic : — • 

Why neighbours, you know, experience, expcriencc- 
I remember your Plarts and your Bettertons— But to sei 
your Othello, neiglibouis— how he would rave and roar 
about a foolish flower’d handkerchief! — and then h( 
would gioul so manfully,— and he would put out tin 
light, and put the light out so cleverly I 

That is delicious. It has almost the ring of the 
mumbled and swaggering recollections of Justice 



Shallow. But the interest of the piece lies in the 
heroic couplets of the inner play. It is priiuarily a 
delightful parody of the heroic tragedy and the heroic 
pastoral. But the parody itself becomes creative and 
develops into a miniature comedy of sentiment of 
singular attraction. The process is, indeed, the same 
as in The Shepherd's ff^'eek, which grew out of a skit 
on Ambrose IPhilips into a new type of pastoral. 

The plot in The tVhat JO' Ye Call It has the de- 
liberate ndiveti of a burlesque, but the characterization 
and the background are realistic. The course of true 
love is represented by the rustic lovers Kitty and 
Filbert. A certain Dorcas accuses Filbert of getting 
her with child, and he is taken up before the Justices 
and offered the alternatives of marrying Dorcas or 
going for a soldier. He chooses the army as the 
lesser evil : — 

From door to door Fd sooner whine and beg, 

Both arms shot ofF^ and on a wooden leg, 

Than marry such a trapes — No, no, I’ll not. 

and there is a melancholy leave-taking between Kitty 
and Filbert; — 

KITTT. 

^She is drami aroay 071 one side of the Stage by Aunt a7id 
Grandmother. 

Yet one look more. 

FILBERT. 

[Haul’d off 07t the other side by the Serge asst. 
One more e*cr yet we go. 

KITTT 

To part is death. 

FILBERT. 

Tis death to part. 
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KITTT. 

Ah 

FILBERT. 


Oh! 


In the army Filbert jfinds his old friend Peascod, win 
is about to be shot as a deserter: — 

I COUNTRrM.^N. 

Come, 'tis no time to talk. 

a COUNTRTMAhl. 

Repent thine ill. 

And pray in this good book. [Gives him a Book 

PEASCOD. 

I will, I will. 

Lend me thy handkercher — The Pilgrim’s pro — 

[Realms and weeps 

(I cannot see for tears) Pro — Progress — Oh ! 

The Pilgrim’s Progress— eighth— edi-ti-on 

Lon — don — piinted — for — Ni-cho-las Bod-diiig-ton 

With new ad-di-tions never made before. 

Oh ! ’tis so moving I can read no more. [Drops the hook. 

However, Dorcas confesses that she lias wronged 
Filbert, a reprieve comes for Peascod, and everything 
ends as it should. 

The sentimental interest centres in Kitty. There 
is real pathos in her appeal to Filbert : — 

I can sow plain-work, I can darn and stitch ; 

1 can bear sultry days and frosty weather ; 

Yes, yes, my Thomas, we will go together j 
Beyond the seas together we will go, 

In camps together, as at harvest glow. 

This arm shall be a bolster for thy head, 

Pll fetch clean straw to make my soldier’s bed ; 

There, while thou sleep’st, my apron o’er thee hold. 

Or with It patch thy tent against the cold. 

Pigs in hard rains I’ve watch’d, and shall 1 do 
That for the pigs, I would not bear for you P 



And the pathos is only more affecting because of 
a snspicioii of irony which keeps it fresh and sweet. 
There is sentiment of another sort, a transposition 
into other terms of a genuine, if milder, saeva inc/ig- 
natio than Swift *s, in the oddest scene in the play. 
The three Justices are discussing ‘ a point of Law \ 
and ^ a large silver tankard ^ is going round. 

A Ghost rises. 


I GHO^r. 

Till Jeffrey Cackle.— You my death shall rue ; 

For I was press\l by yoii^^ by you, by you. 

\Vomtmg to the Justices, 

Another Ghost rises. 


a GHOST, 

I^m Smut the farrier. — You my death shall rue ^ 

For I was pressM by you^ by you, by you. 

A Wonmi^s Ghost rises, 

3 GHOST, 

Fm Bess that hangM myself for Smut so true^ 

So owe my death to you, to you, to you. 

A Ghost of an 'Embryo rises, 

4 GHOST, 

I was begot before my mother married, 

Who whipt by you, of me poor child miscarried. 
Aiiother Wo7na7^s Ghost rises, 

y GHOST, 

Its mother I, whom you whipt black and blue • 

Both owe our deaths to you, to you, to you. 

\All Ghosts shake their heads, 

SIR ROGER. 

Why do you shake your mealy heads at me ? 

You cannot say I did it. 
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BOTH JVSTICE S. 

No — nor we^ 

1 GHOST 

All three, 

2 GHOST 
All three. 


j GHOST 
All three. 
+ GHOST 

S GHOST 


All three. 


All three. 


A SONG sung dismally by a GHOST 

Ye goblins j and fairys^ 

With frisks and vagarys^ 

Ye fairys and goblins^ 

With hoppings and hobblings^ 

Come all^ come all. 

To Sir Roger^s great hall. 

All fairys and goblins, 

All goblins and fairys, 

With hoppings and hobblings. 

With frisks and vagarys, 

CHORUS. 

Sing^ goblins and faiiys, 

Sing, fairys and goblins. 

With frisks and vagarys. 

And hoppings and hobblings. 

\The ghosts dance round the Justices ^ who ojf m a fright 
and the ghosts va?i}sh, ^ 

The £intasy of the scene, instead oF obscuring as 
sojnetinies in Swift, intensifies and guarantees the 
social criticism. But the primary intention was, of 
coiiise, to parody Richard III and Macbeth. A little 
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pamphlet entitled A Compleat Key to the last new 
Farce The IVhat IT Ye Call ft, which is usually 
attributed to Benjamin Griffin (one of the Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields actors) and Theobald, has pointed out 
most of the parodies in the piece. The victims, 
according to this tract, were Shakespeare, Dryden, 
Otway, Rowe, Addison, and Ambrose Philips, and 
most of them are parodied several times. Some of 
the suggestions are rather absurd, and Gay himself 
discusses one of them in a letter to Caryll, only to 
dismiss it contemptuously. ‘His great charge is 
against “The Pilgrim’s Progress” being read, which, 
he says, is dir'cctly levelled at Cato’s reading Plato. 
To back this censure he goes on to tell yon that 
“ The Pilgrim’s Progress ” being mentioned to be the 
eighth edition makes the reflection evident, the tragedy 
of “ Cato ” being just eight times printed.’ 

The FAsat D' Ye Call It was followed two years 
later by Three Hours after Marriage. The If bat D' Ye 
Call It had been a tragi-comi-pastoral farce; Three 
Hours after Marriage was a- farcical comedy. It is,' 
however, more of a flirce than a co'medy. The 
humour, and it is ope of the few laughter-compelling 
pieces of the tiinc, lies in a cr'escerido of absurdity in 
the incidents, hardly at all in the characterization or 
the dialogue. A deliberate defiance of probability is 
its key-note, The plot, so far as there is one, centres 
in Dr. Fossilc, a fiissy, dried-up anticpiarian, and an 
obvious caricature of a contemporary eccentric, Dr. 
Woodward of Gresham College. The Doctor has 
taken it into his head to marry the young and fiivo- 
ious Mrs. Townley. But the ceremony is no sooner 
concluded than his troubles begin with the repeated 
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and unexpected appearances in his house of two raki 
of the town, Plotwell and Underplot, who hat 
entered into a competition (with the secret connivant 
of Mrs. To\vnley)to cuckold the doctor. The riva 
turn up in all sorts of disguises. Plotwell is now 
Dr. Lubomirski who has been expelled from Polan 
for inventing a medicine which is an infallible te 
of virginity, and now a mummy in the Doctor 
collection; Underplot is at one moment a patier 
gasping at death’s door, and at the next a stuffed an 
newly acquired crocodile. But Fossile is too muc 
for them, and the denouement^ which brings Mr 
Townley an earlier husband fi'om the East Indie 
and rids the Doctor both of his wife and her adniirerj 
is only poetical justice. There is, in addition t 
Fossile and his tormentors, an underplot, more satiric? 
than farcical, which circles round Miss Phoebe Cliiike 
his extremely literary niece, who has written a traged 
on the subject of Deucalion and Pyrrha, and whos 
one, and always frustrated, ambition is to get it actec 

There are some very comic scenes in both parts c 
the play. But the ludicrousness of the main plot lie 
in the situations, and they can only be appreciated t' 
the fitll in their context. In one place, for instance 
a Ute h tite between Plotwell and Mrs. Townley i 
interrupted by the sound of Fossile ’s return. Plotwel 
does not know where to hide himself^ but Mrs.To wnle’ 
reassures him : — 

Arm thy self with Flounces, and fortify thy self will 

Whalebone ; enter beneath the Cupolo of this Petticoat 

And Plotwell actually creeps under the immensi 
hooped skirt which was then fashionable, and Fossih 
is outwitted. In isolation the episode is flat and mor< 
than a little improper ; in its context one notice 
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nothing but the comicality of the subterfuge. It is 
easier to quote from the scenes in which Phoebe 
Clinket is concerned. Tliey are better written and 
nearer comedy, and the emphasis is all the time on 
the dialogue more than on the situation, Plroebe is 
introduced in the first act, ‘her maid bearing a Writing- 
Desk on her Back. Clinket Writing, her Head-dress 
stain’d with Ink, and Pens stuck in her Hair.’ She is 
called on by Plotwell, who is to father her tragedy 
because the managers of the theatre ‘ have had the 
Assurance to deny almost all my Performances the 
Privelcge of being Acted ’, and they are joined by 
Sir Tremendous, ‘ the greatest Critick of our Age ’ — 
a hit at Dennis — and two actors who have come to 
hear the new tragedy. The reading begins with 
a parody both of Dennis and of those battles of wit 
which are characteristic of Wycherley’s and other 
Restoration comedies; — 

dink, I perceive here will be a Wit-Combat between 
these Bcaux-Esprits. Prue, be sure you set down ill the 
Similes. Prue retires to the back part of the 

Stage roith 'Pen ajtd Ink, 

Sir !r?'fw. The Subjects of most modern Plays are as 
ill-chosen as — 

Plotw. The Patrons ot their Dedications. 

Clink. 7»akes signs to Pnie. 

Sir Trem, Their Plots aie as shallow — 

P lotto. As those of bad Poets against new Plays. 

Sir Trent, Their Episodes arc as little of a Peice to 
the main Action, as — 

clink, A black Gown with a Pink-colour’d Petticoat, 
Mark that Prue. [aside. 

Sir Tretn. Their Sentiments are so very delicate — 

Plotw, That like whipt SyJJabiib they are lost before 
they are tasted. 

34+7 
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At last CUnket begins to read the tragedy ; — 

Cl'mk. The fiist Speech has all the Fire of Lee. 

Tho^ Heav’v wrmgs all the Sponges of the Sky. 
And pours down Clouds, at once each Cloud a i 
Not the Sprhig-Tides — 

Sir Tresn. There were no Spring-Tides in the Med 
raiiean, and consequently Deucalion could not make 
Simile. 

Clhk, A Man of Deucalion’s Quality might 1 
travelled beyond the Mediterranean, and so your Ol 
tion is answeied. Obseive, Sir Tremendous, the Ten 
ness of Otway, in the Answer of Pyrrha. 

Why do the Stays 

Taper wy Waste, hut for thy circlhig Arms ? 

Sir Trem. Ah ! Anachronisms ! Stays arc a moi 
Habit, and the whole Scene is monstrous, and aga 
the Rules of Tragedy. 

When the actors also join in condemning the ] 
Clinket (who has been pretending all the time 
it is Plotwcll’s) is so overcome with fury that 
goes off in a faint from which she only reco 
when Fossilc starts throwing her manuscripts into 
fire — ‘The tag of the Acts of a new Comedy ! a 
logne sent by a Person of Quality ! three copk 
recommendatory Verses! and two Greek Mottoes 
Three Hours after Marriage was produced and 
fished in Gay’s name, but in a prefatory ‘ Adver 
ment ’ he admitted ‘ the Assistance I have rcce 
in this Piece from two of my Fricnd.s; who, 
they will not allow me the Honour of having t 
Names join’d with mine, cannot deprive me of 
Pleasure of making this Acknowledgement ’. The 
anonymous collaborators were Pope and Arbuth 
Pope seems to have been responsible for Clinket, 
Gay for the scenes with Fossilc, Tow nicy, Plot\ 



and Underplot. Arbutlinot probably helped with 
Fossile — Woodward was one of his particular bHes 
mires — and may also be assumed to have contributed 
the medical and scientific jargon with which the play 
is filled. Xo-day the farce is remembered primarily 
as a literary curiosity, and the world of scholarship is 
still busily identifying the individuals satirized in it. 
Was Phoebe Clinket meant to be the Countess of 
Winchelsea or Mrs. Centlivre .i* Was Mrs. Townley 
a caricature of Mrs. Mead? Was Plotwell a dig at 
Cibber ? Was the Countess of Hippokekoana intended 
for the Duchess of Monmouth ? The questions are 
not without their interest and importance, since the 
personalities of the play provoked a whole host of 
pamphlets in abuse of the three poets, which in their 
turn were ultimately responsible for The Tunciad, 
But they have been too often allowed to overshadow 
the merits of the piece, topical satire or not, simply 
as a play. 

An interval of eleven years separates the production 
of Three Hours after Marriage from the first perform- 
ance of The Beg^ads Opera, but it includes nothing 
more significant than The Captives, s. not uninteresting 
tragedy which ran for a week at Drury Lane in 
and the pleasant, but unacted, pastoral of Dione. In 
the interval Gay had made and lost a fortune in the 
South Sea Bubble, and had come to fancy himself 
slighted by the Court and feared by Walpole. It 
will not be necessary to expatiate upon furore The 
Beggars Opera created in 1728. The story has been 
told over and over again, but perhaps most effectively 
in the note to the variorum Dunciad of 172P. 

The vast success of it was unprecedented, and almost 
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> incredible : What is related of the wonderful effec 
of the ancient Music or Tragedy hardly came up to il 
Sophocles and Euripides were less follow’d famou 
It was acted in London sixty-three days, uninteirupted 
and renew’d the next season with equal applause, 
spread into all the great towns of England, was play’ 
in many places to the 30th, and 4.0th time, at Bath an 
Bristol y o, 6cc. It made its progress into W ales, Scotlanr 
and Ireland, wheie it was performed 14- days togethe 
The fame of it was not confin’d to the author only j Hi 
Ladies carry’d about with ’em the favourite songs of 1 
in Fans • and houses were furnish’d with it in Screeni 
The person who acted Polly, till then obscure, became a 
at once the favourite of the town ; her Pictures were in 
graved and sold in great numbers ; her Life was written 
books of Letters and Verses to her publish’d, and pampl 
lets made even of her Sayings and Jests. 

T/je Beggar’s Opera carried one stage farther tli 
experiments of The Mohocks, The JVhal: D'Ye Call Ii 
and Three Hours after Man'tage, It representei 
a fiision of at least five distinct genres : it was a topica 
satire ; it was a farce ; it was a comedy of sentiment 
and it 'was a burlesque, not only of the heroic tragedy 
then on its last legs, but of the infinitely more popula 
3nd influential Italian .opera. The topical element 
do nof require to be emphasized. ‘ Robin of Bagshot 
alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle, alia 
Bob Booty ’, who ‘ spends his life among women ’ 
was an obvious caricature of Walpole, and th( 
Peaclium-Lockit quarrel and Macheatli’s embarrassing 
position between Polly and Lucy — ‘ How happ^ 
could I be with either ’ — were not less obvioii, 
reflections of Walpole’s breach with Xownshend, am 
of the difficulties he sometimes found himself ii 
between Lady Walpole and Molly Skerrett. Thert 
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JU'e other topical references. Peachum, for example, 
is evidently modelled upon that thorough-paced scoun- 
drel, ‘the Moriarty of the Eighteenth Century, 
Jonathan Wild ; and Mrs, Peachum may perhaps 
have been the Duchess of Kendal,’ 

The farcical elements, in the piece arc less prominent 
and less important. But once or twice a phrase 
comes up that, with its unexpected absurdity, is the 
very quintessence of farce. Such is Peachuni’s rebuke 
to Polly : — 

Married ? the Captain is a bold man, and will risque 
any thing for money j to be sure he believes her a fortune. 
Do you think that your mother and I should have liv’d 
comloitably so long together, if ever we had been 
married ? Baggage ! 

And one or two of the episodes, e. g. the ready 
recovery of Mrs. Peachnm’s temper under the influ- 
ence of ‘ cordial ', are frankly, almost crudely, 
farcical. 

The problem of ‘ sentiment ’ is more difficult. It 
is disconcerting to have to label Macheath a senti- 
mental. character ; he is altogether too much of the 
reckless libertine, too much of the dashing soldier of 
fortune, But one has only to compare him with the 
conventional rakes of Restoration comedy, the Plorners 
and the Celadons, to realize that his place is even less 
with them, I believe that Macheath, like Tom Jones, 
belongs to the school of a kind of secondaiy senti- 
mentalism ; one may call it the school of good inten- 

^ The identification is new. It was suggested by a sentence 
in Spillei*s dedication of the second edition of Bullock’s Wm<tns 
to ' Pretty Miss Polly Peachum ’ : — 

Mr. John Gay . , . has Metamorphosed Mr. John Marston^s 
Dutch CmtezaUj into the Duchess of — and your Mother Acts 
the Pait, and does not prove her Marriage, 
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dons. The sentimentalism of Cibber and Steele 
in an emotional conception of conventional moi'al 
The sentimentalism of Gay, as earlier of P'arqii 
and later of Fielding, lay in the not less emotio 
conception that a good heart will cover a multit 
of sins. It is less explicit in Gay than in the od 
because of the prevailing irony ; but it may be r 
between the lines. Macheath is a little too jc 
and generous and good-natured to be a convinc 
highwayman. ‘ What a fool is a fond wench ! ’ 
soliloquizes, ‘ Polly is most confoundedly bit — I h 
the sex. And a man who loves money, might as v 
be contented with one guinea, as I with one woni; 
But we will not believe him ; he is deceiving hints 
but he cannot deceive us. We know that his h< 
is with Polly, and when he brings the play to an i 
with ‘Ladies, I hope you will give me leave 
present a Partner to each of you. And (if I n 
without offence) for this time, I take Polly for mine 
And for life, you Slut, — for we were really marry’d 
As for the rest. — But at present keep your o 
secret’, we know that he knows it too. Poll) 
more obviously a sentimental character. She i 
romantic little person with a conception of love qi 
inappropriate in one of her station. ‘ I did not ma 
him,’ she tells the horrified Mr. and Mrs. Peachi 
‘ (as ’tis the fashion) cooly and deliberately for hon 
or money. But, I love him.’ And she reposes 
infinite confidence in the novels and plays Machc 
lends her. Mrs. Peachum was probably quite ri; 
in suspecting that ‘ Those cussed Play-books she re 
have been her ruin ’ ; and even Macheath has to p 
up to the role of knight-errant for which he is ( 
in her imagination. 
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Polly, And you as fond as ever, my dear ? 

Mach. Suspect my honour, my courage, suspect any 
thing but my love — May my pistols miss fire, and my 
mare slip her shoulder while I am pursu’d, if ever I for- 
sake thee ! 

Polly, Nay, my dear, I have no reason to doubt you, for 
1 find in the Romance you lent me, none of the great 
Heroes were ever false in love. 

There is more than a little of Biddy Tipkin in Polly 
Peachum. 

The burlesque does not, as in The JVhat D'Ye 
Call Tt, take the form of a direct parody.* It is rather 
a generalized satire upon the ridiculous foatures com- 
mon to all the tragedies and operas of the time. Lucy’s 
nicely melodi'amatic attempt to poison Polly is a case 
m point. The final peripeteia,, which saves Macheath 
from the gallows (and which some thick-headed critics 
called surrendering the ‘ moral for a joke, like a fine 
gentleman in conversation’) is another; and the satire, 
in this case, is pointed by the beggar’s confession — 
‘you must allow, that in this kind of Drama, ’tis no 
matter how absurdly things are brought about.’ 

The Beggar's Opera was the climax of Gay’s career 
as a dramatist; it was not, however, his last work. 
In the four years that intervened between its produc- 
tion and his death he found time to write four 
more plays and to recast at least one, and perhaps 
two, of his earlier pieces. The Distress’d PFife, a 
satirical-sentimental comedy of the Cibber type pro- 
duced and published posthumously, and The Rehearsal 
at Goatham^ a pleasant anti-Walpole force, are coni- 

‘ Though Swift wjis told that the Peacfaiim-Lockit quarrel was 
intended to parody the quaiiel between Brutus and Cassius in 
Jitlim Caesar, 
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paradvely trivial. Swift, with all hjg partiality fo 
Gay, was compelled to admit to Pope that The Bis 
Press'd (Vife was ' a very poor performance The tw( 

ballad-operas, Tolly and Aehiiies, are more important 
Polly was the sequel which the success of Th 
Beggar's Opera had made inevitable. An ‘ Introdiic 
tion ' between the ‘ Poet ' and a ‘ Player analogou 
to the scene with the beggar which begins T/oeBegPar' 
Otow— explains sufficiently candidly its raison H%rt 
‘the inducement of gain'. Polly was written, pri 
manly, to make mone^ In this respect it was evei 
more succosshil than pe Beggafs Opera~-\t brough 
Gay some 43,000 but the success was wholly ; 
success o^oandal. Walpole, still smarting under tli 
lashes ofiT/ii? refused to permit its pro 

duction ; it is possible he may have fancied chat he wa 
iaanpooned in Ducat ; and the action provided ai 
advertisement tyhich gave the play a ffiefitions popu 
lancy m print that it would never have won on it 
own merits, on the stage. " 

Polly, certainly, was not worth ^3,000 ; but it i 
a better play than it is customary to admit : inferioi 
no doiffit, to The Beggar' sObem or Sheridan's Duema, 
but infinitely superior to the average ballad opera 0 
ffie eighteenth century. It is in the songs, in pai 
ticular, that the inferiority is most evident. Thevnr 
careless and ciumsy, qime without the epigram imui 
quality of the songs in The BeggaPs Opem But th 

of ".r *"‘'‘[,^ediy inferior, and the character 

nation, ^ though Polly and Macheath are idmost m 

f f adequate. The plot i 

moie of a melodrama than a burlesque. JVIachear 
has been transported to the West Indies, and h 
escaped from captivity, and turned pirate. In ordci 



however, to evade the attentions of his numerous 
wives he has been compelled to black his face and 
assume the name of Morano. Polly, still faithful to 
his memory, has crossed ‘ the herring-pond ’ ' to join 
him, but her^ money is stolen and she has to enter 
into the service of the amorous Ducat. She escapes 
from him by dressing up as a man, and falls in with 
the pirates, but does not recognize Macheath, and is 
not recognized by him. There are adventures and 
misadventures with the pirates and their enemies the 
Indians, and when the curtain goes down Macheath 
is dead and Polly is about to marry Cawwawkee the 
Indian prince. 

It is all more than a little suggestive Peter Pan, 
a fantastic farce, a light-hearted melodrama ; and as 
such it has both charms and excitements. But the 
full effect is spoilt by a decided sententiousness. The 
sneers at the courtiers and the politicians were a little 
wearisome even in The BeggaPs Opera. In Polh, 
what with Cawwawkee the ‘ noble savage ’ and his 
not less noble father Poketokee (the Tories), and the 
pirates and Mr. Ducat (the Whigs), they are a perfect 
nuisance. Gay’s social conscience had never been 
very robust. ‘ Gay was remarkable ', Pope told Spence, 

‘ for an unwillingness to offend the great, by any of 
his writings ’. It is, indeed, obvious. But there was 
smeerity, if it did not go very far, in the satire of 
The M^hat IT Ye Call It of 1715'. It was different in 
i^zp. ^ Gay had become fat and middle-aged ; he had 
lost his ideals and his illusions, and their place had 
been taken by personal spite and a cheap cynicism 
borrowed, without being understood, from Swift and 

One of the e,nliest uses of the phiase. The N.E.D. only 
records two earlier, in itfStf and 1^89, 
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Pope, This is why this song of Jenny’s, though it 
better written than most, rings so false : — 

Honour plays a bubblers part^ 

Ever bilked and cheated ^ 

Never in ambition^s hcait, 

Inthxst there is seated. 

Honoin was in use of yorc^ 

Tho" by want attended : 

Since ^twas talk'd of, and no more • 

Lord, how times arc mended ! 

It is a kind of inverted hypocrisy, iVlr* Pecksniff j 
Ti men's shoes. 

Achilles, Gay’s swan-song — it was acted two montl 
after his death — is a more satisfying piece than Poll) 
‘ of his very best manner, a true original ’, Pope wro 
to Caryll. Usually described as a burlesque of tl 
classical myth of Achilles’s conceahiient at Scyros i 
a woman’s dress, it is more properly a modernizatio 
of the same hind as Mr. Sliaw’s Caesar and Ckopatr 
Gay has adopted the old myth and the legendar 
figures Achilles, Thetis, Ajax, Ulysses, and tb 
others — but he has treated them as il' they ha,d bee 
his own contemporaries of the eighteenth centur' 
Mr, Shaw has done the same, and Shakespeare ha 
done it before either of them. The effect is beliitlinj 
of course, but it is not belittling in the way a bin 
lesque is. 

The humour, naturally, is principally the humon 
of the unexpected. It is most effective, because it j 
most unexpected, in the first scene of the play. ‘ I-Iav 
you then no Regard to my Presentiment ? ’ Thetis ask 
Achilles; ‘I can’t bear the Thoughts of your going 
for I know that odious Siege of Troy wou’d be tli 
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Death of thee.’ And there is much more in this vein. 
Perhaps the most amusing stroke is Achilles’s reference 
to the centaur Chiron — ‘ I dare swear that good 
Creature is now so distress’d for the Loss of me, that 
he will quite founder himself with galloping from 
Place to Place to look after me.’ But humour of this 
sort is not the only attractive feature in Achilles. 
The dialogue is admirably bright and pointed, and 
there is a refreshing diminution of the ‘hits’ and the 
‘ strokes ’ at the Court and the Government, the 
lawyers and the doctors. The songs, too, are well 
turned. Consider these lines: — 

Such Homage lo her Beauty, 

What Coyness can reject ? 

Accept, as ’tis your Duty, 

The Tribute with Respect. 

What more can Beauty gain thee ? 

With Love 1 offer Power. 

What Shame can ever stain thee, 

Restrain thee, 

Or pain thee, 

When blest with such a Dower ? 

It is not poetry, perhaps, but it is the perfection of 
verse-making. 


iii 

Gay has been the victim recently of some unintelli- 
gent pedantry and much iminstructed enthusiasm. It 
is to be hoped that Dr. Dryasdust and Mr. Puif will 
soon have done their worst. The elaborate disinter- 
ment we have seen, not only on the stage but in 
erudite treatises and luxuriously limited editions, of 
The Beggar's Opera and is not likely to be 
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repeated. But Gay’s vogue has not been cntlr 
fruitless, even from the point of view of criii 
appreciation, Mr. Oswald Doughty’s introductior 
his edition of Pol/f was sensible and unpretentio 
Mr. G. C, Faber produced an almost impeccable edit 
of tire Poetical including most of the pla 

and Mr. Osbert Biirdett disciusscd the operas in 
Critical Essays with an admirable acuteness. 

Mr. Burdett’s analysis ol‘ the literary qualities 
the songs in The Beggar's Opera was pm'ticiiia 
opportune. The mitsic, of course, counts (or mm 
but it docs not explain the unique buoyancy ; 
fascination ol’tlic .songs. I'bcy arc, in fact, as g( 
poetry as music. One has only to listen to the lilt 
cadences in Macheath’s songs: 

If the hcail of a man Is dcpicsl with cares, 

The mist is dispell’d when a woman appears ; 
Like the notes of a (uldlc, .she .sweetly, sweetly 
Raises the spirits, and charms i)ur cars. 

‘ Like the notes of a fiddle, she sweetly, sweetly 
is as exquisitely melodic as anytliing in Camnion 
Dr. Bridges, Gayhasoften been compared, as a libroti 
with Gilbert; but the collocation is preposien 
Gilbert’s verse is ‘slick’, with the deadly facility 
facetiousness. It is never, except perhaps ojice 
twice in Tbe^Bah' Ballads^ poetry. But Gay’s happ 
songs are pure }X)ctry — ‘pure poetry’ almost, in j 
George Moore’s sense ; bright and coloured, like 
images they introduce, never earthy, never p 
derous. 

Our Polly is a sad slut ! nor heeds what we have tau 
her. 

I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter ! 



For she must have both hoods and gowns, and hoops to 
swell her pride, 

With scarfs and stays, and gloves and lacej and she will 
have men beside j 

And when she’s drest with care and cost, all-tempting, 
fine and gay. 

As men should serve a Cowcumber, she (lings herself away. 

Only a poet of the nicest verbal tact would have 
dared to introduce the ‘Cowcumber But how vividly 
right it is ! 

Mr. Burdett was more challenging when he 
attempted to set Gay beside Swift and Congreve as 
one of the masters of English prose. ‘ If an anthology 
were compiled he claimed, ‘ of Strict Prose, in the 
interest of that neglected art, Gay would have an 
important place in it. He would have to be set aside 
Swift and Congreve. A comparison of his dialogue 
with that of Congreve would reveal the fineness of 
Gay’s ear. No one’s dialogue is more idiomatic and 
more beautiful.’ They were bx'ave words, but I think 
injudicious. The charged vehemence of Swift’s prose, 
the haunting disillusioned cadences of Congreve’s, 
were beyond Gay. The prose of The Beggar's Opera 
and Toliy and Achilles (the earlier prose may be neg- 
lected) is good certainly, but its distinguishing charac- 
teristic is a determined unemotionality. It is prose 
that is primarily the perfectly adequate mechanism 
of expression. It is easy, because it is unambitious ; 
it is lucid, because it never means more than it says ; 
there are no undertones or overtones. Gay's prose is 
nearer Peacock’s than any other English writer; it 
is a long way from Swift and Congreve. 

Dr. Johnson was disappointed not to find in Gay 
‘ in any great degree the mens divinioy\ the dignity of 
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genius We need not share his dkippoiiumcnt. T 
mens drnnior in the eighteenth century tended to 
another name cither for the pompous classical craged 
like Johnson’s own Jrene^ or the lumbering sublinht 
of the Pindaric ode. It is, of course, obvious th 
Gay was not of the first rank. ‘ Charm ’ rather th 
the mens divintor was his most notable possessit 
and ‘ charm ’ is not so much a positive tjuality as tk 
amea medtomtas which is the e licet ol the absence 
any outstanding positive qualities, liis versaiili 
was a reflection oi the fact that he could not do an 
thing supremely well ; his ‘ balance ’ meant that 
did not take anything very seriously. It is not, lio 
ever, necessary to be always supreme or sublin 
There is a place, in literature as in life, for irony, ai 
Gay is one of the few masters of irony in linglis 
He has a peculiar irony of his own, as distinct f'rt 
the teasing irony of Pope as from the indignant iroi 
of Swift. Suaver, more assured, it is characteriz 
by a stereoscopic ability to assume at one time t\ 
or more points of view. It is possible to see in 7 
fVhat jy Ye Call It at once a pastoral and a paroc 
of the pastoral, and in The Beggar's Opeta a genui 
as well as a burlesque opera. I'hc Kitty o^The }I''l 
D'Ye Call It is not only an exposure of, but al 
a plea for the simple life ; and the Polly of 7 
Beggad s Opera \% equally a real character of sentime 
and a caricature of sentimentalism. An irony of tl 
kind could only be the product of a mind intellectual 
and imaginatively agile. T believe that Gay’s iniel 
gcncc was freer than that of any of his cojitcmporarh 
except Congreve. Addison, Swift, Pope, and Deft 
though they saw farther, did not sec as clearly 
Gay. They were the victims of certain preposs' 



sions emotional, political, and moral — wliich the 
shallower Gay escaped. That is why he seems so 
much more ‘ modern’ than the others. In Swift and 
Pope, and still more in Addison and Defoe, the reader 
is always coming up against the limitations which 
the eighteenth century imposed. It is the principal 
uistification of the genial scepticism which did duty 
for a philosophy with Gay that it was blandly innocent 
and unconscious of these limitations. 



VI 

HENRY CAREY 
i 

H enry CAREY, ‘hymning Harry Carey’, 
believed to have been an illcgiLiniatc son 
George Savile, the famous Marquis of Halifax, 
a boy he was a member of Addison’s little senate 
Button’s, but music, and not literature, eventna] 
became his profession. He was, however, ‘ but sic 
derly accomplish’d in his art’, and ‘his chief emplc 
ment was teaching at boarding-schools, and amo 
people of middling rank in private families’. 1 
committed suicide at his house in Great Warner Stre 
Clerkenwell, in October 1743. 

Of Carey’s songs and poems, only ‘ 'I'he Ballad 
Sally in our Alley ’ can be said to be familiar, thouj 
‘ Namby-Pamby : or, A Panegyric on the New Ver 
fication’ is still occasionally referred to. A quai 
medley of Ambrose Pliilips, nonsense and nurse 
rhymes, ‘ Namby-Pamby ’ is a not unarausing paro( 
of Philips’s poems to the Pultcney and Carter 
children ; — 

Namby-Pamby Pilly-piss, 

Rhimy pim’d on Missy-Miss j 
Tarlaretla Taitarcc, 

From the Navel to the Knee ; 

That licr Father’s Gracy-Gracc 
Might give him a Placy-place. 

He no longer writes of Mammy 
Andromache, and her Lammy, 
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Hanging panging, at the Breast 
Of a Matron most distrest. 

Now the venal Poet sings 
Baby Clouts, and Baby Things * 

Baby Dolls, and Baby Houses, 

Little Missesj Little Spouses, 

Little Play-Things, little Toys, 

Little Girls, and little Boys. 

But there are better things in the three editions (1713, 
1720, I72p) of Poems on several Occasions and the 
later Musical Century^ than ^ Namby-Pamby There 
is the ^Bacchanalian Rant. In the Bombast Strain^ 
which has been given the currency of The Oxford 
Book of English Ferse : — 

Bacchus must now his Pow*r lesign, 

I am the only God of Wine : 

It is not fit the Wretch should be 
In Competition set with me, 

Who can drink ten times more than he. 

There is the ^Second Mad Song' with its pretty 
aftertaste of Herrick : — 

With Goblins and Fairies, 
ril dance the Canaries, 

And Demons all round in a Ring ; 

With Witches PH fly 
Beneath the cold Sky 
And with the Screech-Owl will 1 sing. 

And, finally, there is the charmingly improper idyll 
of ^ Sally Sweetbread ' : — 

Now the good Man^s from home, 

I coifd cast away Care, 

And with some brisk Fellow 
Steal out to the Fair. 
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Bui some are loo bashfull, 

And olhers loo bold, 

And Woman’s Intcnlions 
Are nol lo be lold. 

But could I once meel, 

With a spark lo my Mind ■, 

One fil to be tiustcd, 

I then might prove kind ; 

With him rd steal out, 

And rd range the Fair round ; 

Both eating and drinking, 

The best could be found. 

Oh ! there I shall sec 
The fine Gentlemen Rakes, 

And hear the sweet Cry, 

Of Beer, Ale, Wine and Cakes : 

While I in blue Apron, 

And clean Linncn Gown, 

Allure all the Sparks, 

From the Flirts of the Town. 

Carey is the petit bourgeois of the Augustaiis ; a C 
ill drugget, the Prior 0?' the prentices. The sim 
sentiment and the homely phiusing ol’‘ Sally in 
Alley ’ and ‘ Sally Sweetbread ’ are as ‘ middlc'cl; 
as Robinson Crusoe or Patne/a. They convey the sa 
suggestion ol'a cosy fireside piety, where true love f 
sists happily on the Bible and Poor Robin’s Alman 
and the annual excursion to Bartholomew Fair, 
there is a dilFcrencc, none the less. Defoe and Rich; 
son are bourgeois from the inside; they have Icnc 
no other world, they will abide by no other val 
Their bourgeoisie is natural and instinctive ; Gar 
is not. There is a faint but unmistakable flavou 
irony in his poems which betrays the condescenc 



interest of an outsider. It is as if St. James s were 
masquerading by the banks of the Fleet River. The 
‘ Argument ’ which precedes ^ Sally in onr Alley ' in 
the 172.P edition of Poems on several Occasions is 
significant in this connexion: 

A Vulgar Error having long prevailed among many 
Persons^ who imagine Sally Salisbury the Subject of this 
Balladj the Author begs leave to undeceive and assure 
themj it has not the least allusion to hcr^ he being 
a stranger to hei very Name at the time this Song was 
composed. Foi as Innocence and Virtue were ever the 
Boundaries of his Muse^ so in this little Poem he had no 
other view than to set forth the Beauty of a chaste and 
disinterested Passion^ even in the lowest Class of human 
life. The real Occasion was this: A Shoemaker's 
'Prentice making Holiday with his Swcet-heaitj treated 
her with a sight of Bedlam^ the Puppet-shews, the 
Fiying-chaiis, and all the Elegancies of Moor-fields ; 
From whence proceeding to the Farthing Pipe-house, he 
gave her a Collation of Buns, Cheesecakes, Gammon of 
Bacon, Stuffed-beef, and Bottled-ale ; through all which 
Scenes the Author dodged them (charm'd with the 
Simplicity of their Courtship), from whence he drew 
this little Sketch of Nature ; but being then young and 
obscure he was very much ridicul'd by some of his 
Acquaintance for this Performance j which nevertheless 
made its way into the polite World, and amply recom- 
penced him by the Applause of the divine Addison, who 
was pleased (more than once) to mention it with Appro- 
bation, 

The truth is that Carey, like his monitor Addison, 
was always a spectator in the life of contemporary 
London. The circumstances of his profession may 
have confined him to ‘ people of middling rank but 
his heart was at Biutoffs. 
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It is because of the burlesques of Chrononhotontbi 
lo^os, that ‘most Tragical Tragedy, that ever ws 
Tragediz’d by any Company of T ragedians and Tl. 
Dragon of IVaniley that Carey has a place here, 
fancy the eight other pieCes — farces, operas, balla( 
operas, and what-nots — for which he was respoiisib 
‘ scarce would pray for resurrection Perhaps thei 
is something to be said for Mancy ; <n\ yfhe Pafth 
Lovers, a hind of idyll of the press-gang which 
based, like ‘Sally in our Alley', upon an incide 
observed by Carey himself. ‘ At the Beginning of tl 
late Impress we are told, ‘ the Author saw a youi 
Fellow hurried away by a Press-Gang, and follow’d 1 
his Sweet-heart; a very pretty Wench, and perfect 
neat, tho’ plain in her Dress ; her Tears, her Distre 
and moving Softness, drew Attention and Compassi 
from all who beheld her '. But in the play the sen 
mental issues are obscured by the patriotic, and Tri 
Blue, the press-gang’s victim, brings the curtain dot 
with a surprisingly martial enthusiasm : — 

Death, or Victory, now must determinate 
All Disputes with haughty Spain : 

That proud Race we'll cntiiely exterminate, 

Or be Masters of the Main. 

Nancy was acted in December iqjp, shortly after 
outbreak of the Spanish war which is associated w 
Captain Jenkins’s ear. 

Chrononhotonthologos belongs to the same genre, t 
of the burlesque tragedy, as The Rehearsal, 1 
Thumb (of which it is certainly a direct imitatk 
and The Critic', it is, that is to say, a parody. Net 
theless, and in spite of the prologue, which makes 



of tlie ‘big bellowing Bombast ’ and the ‘Fiddle-Faddle 
Numbers 

Seicnely dull, Elaborately low 

of Augustan tragedy, the parody is probably the least 
important element in it. With Buckingham, with 
Fielding, and with Sheridan the caricature came first, 
and their success was conditioned by its immediate 
reference to specific passages in the particular scenes 
of particular plays, The delicious absurdity of such 
an incident as Prince Volscius’s soliloquy upon his 
boots was primarily an exaggeration of similar, only 
slightly less absurd incidents in the tragedies which 
were being ridiculed. With Carey, on the other hand, 
the parody, because it is less specific, is comparatively 
pointless, .while the absurdities of episode and verbiage, 
because not tied down to particular plays, soar into an 
empyrean of happy nonsensicality. Chrononhotoniho- 
logos is, in fact, not a burlesque, but a minor classic 
of our ‘ nonsense ’ literature. It may derive from ‘I'he 
Rehearsal., but its real place is with The ^Bah ’ Ballads 
or The Jumblies. 

The play begins with Rigdum-Funnidos and Aldi- 
borontiphoscophornio, two courtiers of King Chro- 
nonhotonthologos of Queerumania, whom they are 
discussing. Rigdum-Funnidos is prosaically of the 
opinion that His Majesty is asleep; Aldiboronti- 
phoscophornico, who luxuriates in ‘ heroic ’ diction, 
is not so sure : 

His not definitively Sleep ; 

Rather a kind of Doze, a waking Slumber, 

That sheds a Stupefaction o’er his Senses ; 

For now he nods and snores ; anon he starts ; 

Then nods and snores again ! If this be Sleep, 

Tell me, ye Gods ! what mortal Man ’s awake ! 
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They are interrupted by the entry of Chrononhoton- 
diologos, who is mumbling invectives against sleep 
to himself: 


Sport not with ChrononholonlhologoSj 
Thou idle SlumbTcr^ thou detested Somniis : 

For if thou dost^ by alJ the waking Powhs^ 

ril teal thine Eye-Balls from their Lcadcn-Sockcts 

And force thee to oul-staie Elcniity. iv a 

The second scene, the best in the play, introduces 
Queen FadJaclinida and Tatlanchc: 

Day’s Cm tain’s drawn, the Morn begins to 
lise, 

And waking Nature rubs her sleepy Jiyes ; 

The pretty little fleecy bleating Flocks, 

In Baa’s harmonious watble thro’ the Kocks • 
Night gatheis up her Shades in sable Shrouds 
And whispering Osiers tattle to the Clouds ^ 
What think you. Ladies, if an l-loiir we kill 
At Basset, Ombre, Piccjuct, or Qiiudrille ? " 
Tat. Your Majesty was pleas’d to order Tea 
^eeu. My Mind is altei’dj brijigsomc RatahL 

\7'key are serv’d rotnid ’with a Drum, 

111 the meantime the Antipodeans have invaded 
Queerumanfa and have been defeated by Chronon- 
hotonthologos and General Jlombardinian, Tlie Anti 
podean Icing is made a prisoner and Fadladinida falls 
m Jove with him, apparendy because he is ‘topsy- 
turvy and ‘carries his Head where his Heels slionid 


Oh ! my Tatlanlhc ! have you seen his Face, 
His Air, his Shape, his Mien, his cv’ry Grace 
^ what a charming Attitude he stands, ’ 

w n ^bots it with his Hands ! 

Well, to his Arms, no to his Legs I fly 
For I must have him, if I Jive or die. 
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At the same time Chroiionhotonthologos quarrels with 
Bombardinian. He had been invited to the general's 
tent and was dissatisfied with his supper : 

Cooh. Oj pray your Majesty^ spare my Life ; there 
some nice cold Pork in the Pantry : PIl hash it for your 
Majesty in a Minute. 

Chro, Be thou first hashed in Hell^ audacious Slave. 

\Kii/s hm and turns to Bombard inian. 
HashM Pork ! shall Chrononhotonthologos 
Be fed with Swine^s Flesh, and at Second-hand ? 
Now, by the Gods, thou dost insult us, General ! 

Ill the heat of the moment Bombardinian kills him. 
He is immediately overwhelmed with remorse: 

Ha ! What have I done ? 

Go, call a Coach, and let a Coach be calPd ; 

And let the Man that calls it be the Caller ^ 

And, in his Calling, let him nothing call, 

But Coach ! Coach ! Coach ! Oh ! for a Coach, ye Gods ! 

and he goes out raving to return a few minutes later 
and stab the doctor and himself The Queen, Aldi- 
borontiplioscophornio and Rigdum-Funnidos are just 
too late. 

Aldl O horrid ! horrible, and horrid^st Horror ! 

Our king ! our General ! our Cook ! our Doc- 
tor ! 

All dead! Stone Dead! irrecoverably dead! 

O — h I — Groan^ a Tragedy Groan, 

Chrononhotonthologos is not, perhaps, a triumph oi 
nonsense. It never quite attains to the imaginative 
recklessness of Foote's Panjandrum, and it is without 
the sublimated illogicality of the seventeenth-century 
poets 

If all the world were paper, 

And all the sea were ink. 
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It is, however, a pleasing and a praiseworthy attempt 
The nomenclature alone is, I should imagine, unique 
Chrononhotonthologos, Bombardinian, Aldiboronti 
phoscophornio ! Marlowe’s Techclles, Usumcasane 
and Peridamas dwindle into insignificance by tliej 
side. 

The Dragon of IVantky is nominally a ‘ Biirlesqi 
Opera’ which has been ‘Alter’d from the Origin; 
Italian of Signor Carini But in point of fact it is r 
more a burlesque of the contemporary opera thn 
Chrononhotonthologos was of the contemporary traged 
It is just ‘ nonsense The plot is based upon the o 
ballad, itself a parody of ballad extravagances. T1 
scene is in the Yorkshire village of Wantley, and tl 
curtain goes up on the triumphant progress of the loc 
dragon across the stage. The consternation is in 
versal : — 

Poor Children three, 

Devoured he. 

That could not with him grapple j 
And at one Sup, 

He eat them up, 

As one would cat an Apple. 

and a chorus of Nymphs and Swains join in 

Houses and Churches, 

To him arc Geese and Turkics. 

The latest exploit of the dragon has been the invas 
of the squire at his breakfast: 

He drank up all their Coffee at a Sup, 

And next devour’d their Toast and Butter up. 

It is agreed that the famous Moore must be applied 
and Margery is made the spokesman. 



Gentle Knight ! all Knights exceeding^ 

Pink of Prowess and good Breeding, 

she begins ; and concludes, 

Thus I kiss thy valiant Garment, 

PTunibly hoping there^s no Harm in^t. 

The knight succumbs to her charms and volunteers 
to take on the dragon. When the battle is imminent 
Margery becomes alarmed for her hero : — 

Sure my Stays will burst with sobbing, 

And my Heait quite crack with throbbing. 

My poor Eyes are red as Ferrets, 

And I havhit a Grain of Spirits. 

However, her despondency is dispelled by the attack 
of the jealous Mauxalinda, a rejected mistress of 
Moore's, 

Were you as fine as ehe wore Silk or Sattin, 

Fd beat your HarloFs Brains out with my Patten . , . 
D^ye laugh, you Minx ! PJ! make you change your Note, 
Or drive your grinning Grinders down your Throat. 

Duetto. 

Insulting Gipsey, 

Youhe surely tipsey, 

Or non sc ipse 
To chatter so, 

and then Mauxalinda gets to business : — 

Come, Bodkin, come ! take Mauxalinda^s Part, 

And stab her hated Rival to the Heart. 

But in the nick of time ^ Enter Moore, and takes away 
the Bodkin', and they are reconciled. The actual 
battle is rather an anticlimax, Moore having got 
into the dragon's well we have the stage direction 
^ Enter Dragon, and goes to the Well ' ; — ^ 

3H7 Q 
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Dragon. What nasty Dog has got into the Well, 

Disturbs my Drink and makes the Water 
smell. 

[Moore pops up hh Ilead^ <??/// cries Boh ! 

Air. Dragon. Oh, ho ! Mr. Moore, 

You Son of a Whore, 

1 wish rd known your Tricks befoie. 

[Moore gets out of the Well., encounters the Dragojt^ 
and kills him by a Kick on the Back-side. 

The Dragon of JVantiey was very much more 
successful on the stage than Clmnonhotonlhologos. 'J'hc 
initsic of John Frederick Lainpo may liavc liad .some- 
thing to do with it. It is also true, I think, that tht 
humour of The Vmgvft, broader and vulgarcr though 
it is, is more immediately effective than the rathei 
rarefied nonsense of ChronotihotoHlhologo.t. 'I'hc rough 
aiid-tiniible of Wantlcy is about as easy as winking 
but it must have retjuired an exceptionally sensitivi 
and intelligent audience in the eighteenth century t« 
relish the aimless absurdities and the finely llavourci 
i mbecility of Queerumania. 



VII 

HENRY FIELDING 

i 

‘ TT has often been a matter of wonder’, Arthur 
-fi- Murphy wrote in the first biography of Fielding, ■ 
‘ that he, who most undoubtedly possessed a vein of 
true and genuine humour, should not have proved 
more successful in his theatrical productions. It is 
still a matter of wonder to-day. Why is Fielding one 
of the greatest of novelists and too often one of the 
most indifferent of dramatists ? How is it that the 
most dramatic of our romancers is the least romantic 
of our dramatists .? The solution which Murphy pro- 
pounded was that the plays were written too quickly. 

‘ When he had contracted he says, ‘ to bring on 
a play, or a farce, it is well known, by many of his 
friends now living, that he would go home rather 
late from a tavern, and would, the next morning, 
deliver a scene to the players, written upon the papers 
which had wrapped the tobacco, in which he so much 
delighted.’ It is obvious that a masterpiece is not 
likely to be brought to birth under these conditions. 
Unfortunately, however, for Murphy’s theory the 
dreariest of Fielding’s plays are not those like 
of which he claimed to have written ‘ nine Scenes 
with Spirit in one Day ’, but those like The Modem 
Husband and The Universal Gallant^ which were un- 
doubtedly written with some care and deliberation. 
Pasquin is a very lively performance ; The Modern 
Husband must be one of the dullest productions ever 
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fatliered by a man of genius. Moreover, as Scott 
pointed out long ago in his refreshingly sane essay on 
Fielding, the novels were written quite as rapidly and 
under precisely the same conditions as the plays. I{ 
these haphazard methods did not interfere with titc 
composition of Tow Jones, it seems tiiinccessary to 
assume that they were responsible for the deliciencies 
of the dramas. Scott’s own solution of the problem 
was, however, hardly happier than Murphy’s. ‘The 
drama he observed, ‘ speaks to the eye and car ; and 
when it ceases to address these bodily organs, and 
would exact from a theatrical audience that exercise 
of the imagination which is necessary to (bllow forth 
and embody circumstances neither spoken nor exhi- 
bited, there is an immediate failure, though it may be 
the failure of a man of genius.’ In other words, 
a good novelist can never be a good dramatist. It 
must be admitted that Scott seems to have put forward 
the suggestion with considerable hesitation. It is 
certainly sufficiently futile. What is there to be said 
for a theory which leaves out of account the poetic 
drama of the Greeks and the liUi/abcthan.s, which 
passes by the peculiar characteristics of Fielding’s 
novels and plays, and which blandly overlooks the 
novelists, like Lc Sage and Marivaux - -and since 
Scott’s time Hugo, Bjdrnson, Tchehov, Galsworthy — 
who have also been successl’til dramatists? 

Fielding himself said that he left off writing plays 
when he should have begun. 'T'hai, it seems to me, 
is a more platisiblc explanation of their comparative 
inferiority. He was only twenty when his Urst play, 
Love in several Mas/jues, was produced j he was thirty 
when his last important play, The Hhtorical Register, 
first appeared at the Haymarkei. Inevitably the 



dramas are less mature and less profound tlian the 
novels. It goes without saying. 

Fielding’s dramatic productions fall into three 
groups, which are different in kind and in interest. 
There are the farces, which arc uniformly slight; 
there are the comedies ; and there are the burlesques. 
There is liot' much to be said for the comedies. ‘ As 
a dramatist ’, Austin Dobson decided with unusual 
finality, ‘ he has no eminence ; and though his plays 
do not deserve the sweeping condemnation with 
which Macaulay once spoke of them in the House ^of 
Commons, they are not likely to attract any critics 
but those for whom the inferior efforts of a great 
genius possess a morbid fascination ’. The judgement, 
applied to Fielding’s dramatic work as a whole, is an 
aosurd overstatement; applied to the comedies alone 
it is not far from the truth. They have the air of 
being written to a formula ; they seem almost to he 
exercises in the manner of Wycherley and Congreve, a 
mere pastiche. Fielding was too original to be success- 
fully imitative, though the realization did not come 
until much later. There is a passage in Tom 
in which he has been thought to be criticizing himself 
as a dramatist. ‘Vanbrugh and Congreve’, it runs, 
‘copied nature; but they who copy them draw as 
unlike the present age as Hogarth would do if he was 
to paint a I’out or a drum in the dresses of Titian and 
of Vandyke. In short, imitation here will not do the 
business. The picture must be after Nature herself’ 
As a generalization the argument is certainly fallacious. 
In their origin many admirable comedies, e. g. Shad- 
well’s and Sheridan’s, have been imitative. It is as 
an analysis of Fielding’s own failure as a dramatist 
that the remarks possess interest. There are natures 
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in which the process of imitation, which can be an 
inspiration, becomes an impediment. They are pro- 
bably rare, but Fielding’s was certainly one of them. 
Imitation would not do his business. 

In the comedies his model, according to Murphy, 
was Congreve. The evidences ol’ imitation, now in 
structure, now in characterization, now in phrasing, 
are indeednatent. Love In several Masques is an 
immature Toe IVay of rhe M'^orld ; The Temple Beau 
is an interior Love for Love; The Modem Husband 
and The Universal Gallant arc both The Double-Dealer 
man^nS, Perhaps it was the glamour of Congreve’s 
reputation which seduced him ; perhaps it was the 
glitter of style. The attraction, at any rate, can only 
have been superficial ; Fielding did not and could not 
understand Congreve. Their interests and ambitions 
were divergent and to some extent contradictory. 
Congreve’s terrain was the small and sophisticated 
world of social relationships which was the common 
property of the Restoration dramatists. Fielding’s, as 
he came to discover later, was that larger and simpler 
territory upon which Chesterfield detected the mark 
of the beast and which had earlier provided in its city 
merchants and country squires the bogeys ol the 
comedy of manners, Congreve’s interest was conliited 
to the analysis of the gestures, eccentricities, and 
affectations he recorded, and he was indilferent tc 
their mechanism and the motives behind tiicm, Hii 
method, that is to say, was not psychological 01 
ethical. Instinctively, it may be divined, he wai 
constructing out of the world of social relationships 
in the observation of which he spent his life, anothc 
world, an ideal cosmos, where the cUsillusionmcnt o 
this life would be able to find a refuge. It ncei 



irdly be said that Fielding’s point of view was very 
ffereni. Not an analyst, though an admirable 
jscrver, not disillusioned, if sometimes exasperated, 
id with all his instincts ethical — the opposition 
Hild scarcely have been more complete. 

Fielding’s comedies might perhaps have been saved 
’ he had been a stylist. It is ‘style’ in the larger 
inse which has preserved the comedies and firces of 
)ryden. As it happens the stylistic deficiencies of the 
ovels are even more marked in the plays. It is an 
laminating exercise in contrasts to set the nnmeroas 
lassages in Fielding by the side of the passages 
jongreve from which they have been borrowed. 
This, for example, is Fielding’s Charlotte in The . 
Wedding-Day : — 

Chains! — siuc being in Love is something like being in 
the Galleys : and a Lover, like other Slaves, is the Sub- 
ject of no other Passion but Pity : Nay, they are even 
more contemptible— they are nicer Insects. Oiie gives 
Being to Thousands with a Smile, and takes it away 
again with a Frown. 

And this is Millamant:— 

Beauty the Lover’s Gift. — Lord, what is a Lover, that it 
can give ? Why one makes Lovers as fast as one pleases, 
and they live as long as one pleases, and they die as soon 
as one pleases ; And then if one pleases one makes more. 

Here, again, is Fielding’s Young Boncour in The 
Faibcys \ — 

Why, tell me, Charles, dost thou think it not his duty 
who hath begot us with all those appetites and passions, 
to supply them to the utmost of his power? 

And this is Valentine 

Vd. My Cloaths arc soon put off:— But you must 
also divest me of Reason, Thought, Passions, Inclina- 



120 Comic Drama j lyoo-iyso 

lions, Affections, Appetites, Senses, and the huge 
Train of Attendants that you begot along with me. 

Sir SaiHp. Body o’ me, what a many-headed Monster 
have I piopagatcd ! 

Val. I am of my self, a plain casie simple Creature ; 
and to be kept at small Kxpcnce ; but the Retinue that 
you gave me arc craving and invincible ; they arc so 
many Devils that you have rais’d, and will have Jimploy- 
ment. 

The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of 
Apollo. 

The comedies are least umsuccessliil where they are 
furthest from Congreve. Thus ] .ord formal, in Love 
in Severn/ Masques^ is a gross plagiarism from Van- 
brugh’s Lord foppingion ; but he has been plaglari/cd 
with spirit. On the subject of reading he is almost as 
amusing as his original. ‘ Reading he maintains, ‘ is 
the worst Thing in the World for the li'-yes ; I once 
gave into it, and had in a very few Months gone 
through about a dozen Patges in Cassanr/rn. But I 
found it vastly impaired the lustre of my lilyes. I had, 
Sir, in that short Time pcrlectly lost the direct Ogle.' 
It must be admitted that Lord Foniml is an excep- 
tional figure in Fielding’s comedies. 

It is on similar grounds that I should execju two 
plays, Boh Quixote in England and Rape upon Rape, 
which stand very much by themselves. They arc 
bustling, rough-and-tumble, and recall the Eliza- 
bethans rather than the Restoration. Without pro- 
fundity and without distinction, they yet depict the 
surface of contemporary life with fidelity and with 
vigour. Bon Quixote is full of the flavour of the 
country-side, and with Sancho, Squire Badger, and 
Guzzle we arc in the woidd, for the only time in the 
plays, of Josep/j Andrews and Tom Jones. In Rape 
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upon Rape the scene is laid in London, and the types 
of the town (Politick the amateur politician, the jovial 
Ramble, Sotmore the philosophic boozer) and the 
atmosphere of the coffee-houses, the J.P-’s court, the 
round house and the taverns are captured convincingly. 
It is a kind of foretaste of Amelia. Of course the two 
plays are not to be compared with the burles(]ues, but 
they are very much better than the other comedies. 


ii 

It is with the burlesques of The Author's Farce., 
Torn Thumb, Vasquin, The Historical Register, and 
possibly Eurydice, that Fielding must stand or fall as 
a dramatist. In these plays he may be said to have 
created a ^enre for himself, the genre which he has 
called ‘ Dramatick Satire ’. The original suggestion, 
it is true, must have come from The Rehearsal of 
Buckingham and Butler ; but The Rehearsal was pri- 
marily a burlesque, that is to say a literary parody, 
whereas Fielding’s pieces are primarily satirical ex- 
travaganzas. They are more ambitious ; they are 
more fantastic ; they are more serious. The Rehearsal, 
with all its wit, was still pretence a make-believe 
exposure, like those exploited later by Gilbert and 
Sullivan. The Historical Register, because it was not 
mere play, is comparable to the satires of Rabelais and 
Aristophanes. 

The ‘ Dramatick Satire ’, in Fielding’s hands, was 
a fluid form ; but we have, in the opening scene of 
The Historical Register, a precise statement of what he 
considered the possibilities of the genre. In the first 
place, it was ‘not of a Nature confin’d to any Rules", 
but on the contrary was ‘ avowedly irregular ’. In the 

34+7 
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second place, its ‘main Design’ was to ‘divert die 
Town, and bring full houses 3n the third place, its 
ethical justification was to consist in its success in 
ridiculing ‘ the vicious and foolish Customs of the Age, 
and that in a fair manner, without Fear, Favour, or 
ill-nature, and without Scurrility, ill Manners, or 
common Place ‘ I hope ’, says Medley (who repre- 
sents Fielding), ‘ to expose the reigning Follies in 
such a manner, that Men shall laugh themselves out 
of them before they feel that they are touch’d The 
formula is an adaptation of' the old rtdendo conigere 
moies which all the comic dramatists had paraded on 
their title-pages from the time of Ben Jonson. But 
with the Restoration dramatists, with the exception 
of Wycherley, the profession meant little or nothing. 
At the most it might involve the running to earth of 
a fop or an unlicked country squire. The satire 
evaporated into raillery. Fielding is exceptional be- 
cause he took the classical formula .seriously. The 
setjuel is well known. Sir Robert Walpole was 
alarmed ; a licensing act was rushed through Parlia- 
ment; and ‘ Dramatick Satire’ was without its teeth. 

The Author's Farce has the sub-title The PJeasmes 
of the Town, and the two titles represent what are 
practically two distinct plays. The Authors Faice 
itself is the more interesting, partly because it is 
possibly autobiographical, ana partly because of its 
pictures of Grub Street under George 11 ; but The 
Pleasures of the Town is decidedly the more original. 
In the first act of the play we find the impoverished 
author wrangling with his landlady: — • 

Mrs. Moneywood, Never tell me, Mr. Luckless, of your 

Play, and your play. — I say, I must be paid. I would 
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no more depend on a Benefit-Night of an un-acted Play^ 
than I wouM on a Benefit-Ticket in an un-diawn Lot- 
teiy.— CouM I have guess’d that I had a Poet in my 
House ! Cou’d I have look’d for a Poet under Lac’d 
Cloaths ! 

Luck. Why not^ since you may often find Poverty 
under them f 

A moment or two later M rs.Money wood leaves the room; 

Luck. Jack! 

Jack. Sir. 

Luck. Fetch my Hat hither. 

yuci\ It’s here 5 Sir. 

Luck. Cany it to the Pawn-broker’s. And, in your 
way home, call at the Cook’s-Shop — make Haste. So 
one way or othei I find, my Head must always piovidc 
for my Belly. 

The act concludes with Luckless quarrelling with his 
publisher, Mr. Bookweight, and having his tragedy re- 
jected by two actor managers, Sparkish and Marplay, 
who are patently Wilks and Cibber/ 

In the second act wc proceed to Mr. Bookweiglit’s 
literary factory in Grub Street and are introduced to 
Dash, the ^ Clerk of the Ghosts and Murders to 
Blot page, the poet (with his Parnassus in Bysshe’s 
rhyming dictionary), and to Quibble, the ‘ Clerk of 
the Libels’. 

Book. Fie upon it Gentlemen! what, not at your 
Pens? Do you consider Mr. Quibble, that it is above 
a Fortnight since your Letter fiom a Friend in the 
Country was publish’d. — Is it not high lime for an 
Answer to come out — at this late, before youi Answer 
is Printed your Letter will be forgot, 

^ In 1734 Fielding pioduced a revised veision of The .Authors 
Fane in which this scene was omitted (apparently because Wjlks 
was then dead) and its place taken by some scenes between Mar- 
play Senior and Marplay Junior ridiculing Colley and Theophilus 
Cibbci. 
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Dash’s murder is inquired into and a ghost is ordered 
— ‘ let this be a bloody one ’ j Blotpage is also ex- 
amined ; — 

Mr. Blotpage, what have your Lucubrations pro- 
duc’d?— [Wr.] Poetical Advice to a certain— from 
a ceitain — on a certain — from a certain Very 
good ! I will say, Mr. Blotpage writes as good a Dash as 
any Man in Europe. 

They are joined at this point by Index, the motto 
expert, who presents his bill — 

for adapting the Motto of Ristmi teneath Amici to a 
dozen Pamphlets— at Six Pence per each— Six Shillings. 
For Ot/miti vittcit amoT ww cedcimus Amori — Six Pence. 
For Difficile est Satyram 7ion scrihere — Six Pence ... a Sum 
Total, for Thirty Six Latin Mottos, Eighteen Shillings ; 
ditto English Seven, One Shilling and Nine Pence j ditto 
Greek Four, One Shilling. 

It appears that the Greek mottos are cheaper than 
the Latin because ‘ as no body now understands 
Greek, so I may use any Sentence in that Language, 
to whatsoever purpose I please ’. 

The third act ends up with a fantastic anagnorisis^ 
by which it is discovered that the starving Harry 
Luckless is really Henry I, King of Bantam, and that his 
sweetheart Harriot (the daughter of old Mrs. Money- 
wood) is the lost Princess Henrietta of Old Brentford. 
The bulk, however, of the act is occupied by Luck- 
less’s puppet-show T^he Pleasures of the Town. The 
show, as the title suggests, is a satirical survey of the 
amusements of London in iqxp. The scene is ‘laid 
on the other side of the River Styx ’, and it is as 
spectres that the various entertainments and diversions 
of Georgian London are represented. The dramatis 
personae range from Punch to Don Tragedio (perhaps 



Thomson), Sir Farcical Coniick (Cibber), Dr. Oraror 
(Henley), Signior Opera (perhaps Handel), Mounsieur 
Pantomime (Rich), and Mrs. Novell (perhaps Eliza 
Haywood). They present themselves one by one 
before the presiding deity, who is the Goddess of 
Nonsense, and attempt in their various ways to win 
her heart. Dr. Orator delivers a characteristically 
paradoxical address on fiddles : — 

The History of a Fiddle and a Fiddlestick is going to be 
held forth. 

A Fiddle is a Statesman : why ? Because it’s hollow, 
A Fiddlestick is a Drunkard : why ? Because it loves 
Ros’ning. 

At this point Luckless interrupts his puppet for a 
moment to point out its merits to the audience: — 

Gentlcmenj^ observe how he ballances his Hands ; his 
Left hand is the Fiddle, and his Right hand is the 
Fiddlestick. 

And then Dr. Orator is allowed to go on: — 

A Fiddle is like a Beau’s-Nose, because the Bridge 
is often down; a Fiddlestick is like a Mountebank, 
because it plays upon a Crowd.— A Fiddle is like a 
Stockjobber’s Tongue, because it sounds different Notes ; 
and a Fiddlestick is like a Stockjobber’s Wig, because 
it has a great deal of Horsehair in it.^ 

^ Henley was the G, K. Clxcstciton of the eighteenth century. 
Here is a specimen of Ills sermon Thz Zon/, u God : or, The 
^theht Tormented : ^ He must be a very subtle Logician, who could 
distinguish away the Pain of one despaiiiiig on his Death Bed, 
and thinking he was in Hell Fire, fiom real Fire : let him take 
his choice ; eithci is sufficient tortiue : And he must be a veiy 
icHn’d Soplustcr, who can persuade a poor miseiable Fiantic, who 
raves on the thought that he is damn’d, and that he feels the 
Fire of Hell, that n is not mateiial Firej whcie is the Use, the 
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Sir Farcical, on the other hand, obliges with a song : — 
Can my Goddess tlien forget 
Paiaphonalia, 

Paraphonalia ? 

Can she the Crown on another Head set, 

Than of her Paiaphonalia ? ' 

And the others also take a hand. But the competition 
is not decided when the puppet-show is brought to an 
abrupt end by the interruption of a Constable and 
Mr. Murder-text, a Presbyterian parson, who have 
come to arrest Luckless for abusing Nonsense — 

‘ People of Quality are not to have their Diversions 
libel’d at this Rate 

Tom Thumbs either in the original version of the 
first three editions or in the revised version of The 
Tragedy of Tragedies^ is Fielding’s most celebrated 
play. It is not, however, his best play. Its popu- 
larity is due partly to the fact that it kept the stage, 
in the debased form of Kane O’Hara’s opera, until 
well into the nineteenth century, and partly to the 
accident that it inspired some of Hazlitt’s most eloquent 
pages. But, if it is inferior to The Historical Register 
and Rasqum^ it is not at all a bad play. 

Tom Thumbs i.e. the earlier version, is a light- 
hearted burlesque of the heroic tragedy. The curtain 
goes up on two courtiers. Doodle and Noodle, who are 
discussing the weather. 

Comfoit of this Atgument > if the Totment be the same j it is the 
Sensation, not the Cause, that is the Misery ; and a Fever is as 
grievous, whether a Heat or a Cold occasion’d it.’ 

‘ Cibber, in spite of his weak and squeaky voice, was vain of 
his singing. Tile point of this particular song was the unlucky 
missperiing ‘Paraphonalia’ for ‘ paraphcinalia ’ in the preface to 
The Provo\d PfHtband, 



'Doodle, All Nature^ O my Noodle ! grins for Joy. 
Nood, This Day^ O Mr, Doodle ! is a Day 
Indeed^ a Day wc never saw before. 

It appears that the ‘ mighty Thomas Thumb ’ is riding 
in Triumph from the field of battle: — > 

Millions of Giants crowd his Chariot Wheels, 

Who bite their Chains, and fiown and foam like Mad- 
Dogs. 

The victorious general is rewarded by King Arthur 
with the hand of his daughter Huncamunca. The 
Queen, Dollalolla (who nurses a secret passion for 
Tom) and the wicked Lord Grizzle try to prevent the 
match, but they are foiled. In the interim a Bailiff 
with his attendant Follower is introduced to arrest 
Noodle. They find him successfiilly inciting Tom 
Thumb to marry Huncamunca: — 

Thumb, ?11 hug, caress, I'll eat her up with Love. 

Whole Days, and Nights, and Years shall be 
too short 

For our Enjoyment; evhy Sun shall rise 
Blushing, to see us in our Bed together. 

Wood, Oh, Sir ! this Purpose of your Soul pursue. 
DatL Oh, Sir ! I have an Action against you, 

Nood, At whose Suit is it ? 

'Bail, At your Taylor's, Sir. 

Your Taylor put this Warrant in my Hands, 
And I airest you, Sir, at his Commands. 
Thumb, Ha ! Dogs ! Arrest my Friend before my 
Face ! 

Think you Tom Thumb will swallow this Dis- 
grace. 

But let vain Cowards threaten by theii Word, 
Tom Thumb shall show his Anger by his Sword. 

[K/7/r the 'Bailiff, 

Ball. Oh, I am slain ! 
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Foil, Tm murdered also. 

And to the Shades, the dismal Shades below, 
My Bailiff ""s faithful Follower 1 go. 

The preparations for the wedding proceed until the 
catastrophe intervenes. It is related by Noodle: — 

1 saw Tom Thumb attended by the Mob, 

Twice Twenty Shoe-boys, twice two Dozen Links, 
Chairmen, and Porters, Hackney-Coachmen, Whores ^ 
When on the sudden through the Streets there came 
A Cow, of larger than the usual Size, 

And in a Moment, guess, oh ! guess the rest. 

And in a Moment, swallow’d up Tom Thumb. 

Horrible indeed 1 

Ld (jr/a, Swallow’d she him alive ? 

Nood, Alive, alive, Lord Grizzle ^ so the Boys 

Of Fishmongers do swallow gudgeons down. 

And Grizzle growls to himself— 

Curse on the Cow that took my Vengeance from me. 

However, a ‘ Ghost of Tom Thumb rises 

Ghost, Tom Thumb I am — but am not eke alive. 

My Body’s in the Cow, my Ghost is here. 

And the disappointed Grizzle sees his opportunity ; — 

Thanks, O ye Stars, my Vengeance is restor’d, 

Nor shalt thou fly me — for Pil kill thy Ghost. 

\Ktlls the Ghost 

Swift once told Mrs. Piikingtoii that he had onh 
laughed twice in his life, ^ once at some Trick " 
Mountebank s Merry-Andrew play'd ' and the seconc 
time at this episode in Tom Thimbu It is, indeed, on 
of the summits of the ridiculous. 

In The Tragedy of Tragedies^ i.e. the expande 
version of 1731, the plot was modified to introduc 
Glumdalca a giantess, Foodie, a parson, and the glio 
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of Gaffer Thumb. A number of verbal parodies of 
the heroic tragedies, together with some elaborately 
facetious footnotes, were also added. The additions, 
on the whole, arc not very happy, with the exception 
of Lord Grizzle’s famous and thrice repeated 

Oh Huncamunca, Huncamunca ! oh ! 

The footnotes, it seems to me, have been overpraised. 
A favourable example is provided by the line 

^ Millions of Giants crowd his Chariot Wheels ^ 

That ieained Histo»iau Mi. S — n [Nathaniel Salmon, 
I(57f-i77i, amiquaiy] in the third Number of his 
Ciiticism on oiu Authoi, takes great Pains to explode this 
Passage. It is, says he, difficult to guess what giants are 
heic meant, unless the Giant Despaii in the Pilgrim's Pio- 
giess, or the Giant Greatness in the Royal Villain j foi 
I have lieard of no otliei sort of Giants in the Reign of 
King Aithui. Pen us Buunanus makes three Tom Thumbs, 
one wheieof he supposes to have been the same Person 
whom the Gieeks called Hercules, and that by these Giants 
are to be understood the Centaurs slain by that Heioe. 
Another Tom Thumb he contends to have been no other 
than the Hermes Tiismegistiis of the Antients. The third 
Tom Thumb he places under the Reign of King Arthur, to 
which third Tom Thumb, says he, the Actions of the other 
two were attubuted. Now tho' I know that this opinion 
is suppoited by an Asseition of Justus Lipsius, Thomam 
ilium Thumbnm non alium qtatm Mantdem fuisse satis constat ^ 
yet shall I venture to oppose one Line of Mi. Midwintei 
against them all. 

In Arthur's Court, Tom Thumb did live. 

But then, says Dr. B — y, if wc place Tom Thumb in the 
Court of King Aithur, it will be proper to place that 
Court out of Biitain, wheie no Giants weie ever heard 
of. Spencer, in his Faiiy Queen, is of another Opinion, 
wheie dcsciibing Albion he says. 

— Far within a salvage Nation dwelt of hideous Giants. 

34-47 S 
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Ic is mildly amusing, but it had been done before in 
The Buncutd and William Wagstafle’s Comment upon 
the History of Tom Thumb. 

Pasfuin is a more ambitious experiment than Totn 
Thumb or The Juthor's Fane. Like the earlier plays 
it is based on The Rehearsah., but social and pofitica 
satire of the most audacious description take the plac< 
of literary criticism as the dramatic raison d'etre. Th. 
full title is Vasquin. A Dramatick Satire on the Times 
being the Rehearsal of Two P/ays, viz. : A Corned 
call'd., The Election ; And a Tragedy call'd, TbeLtj 
and heath of Common-Sense. The author of tb 
‘ comedy ’ is Trapwit ; the ‘ tragedy ’ is Fustian’s ; an 
there is a critic called SnccrweJl, The comedy 
a daring exposure of the bribery and corruption at 
country election in the heyday of the Walpolian cr 
The villains of the piece are the four candidates. T1 
Court candidates, i. c. the Whigs, are a Lord Phi 
and a Colonel Promise ; the Country, or Tory, canc 
dates are Sir Henry Fox-chase and 'Squire Tankaj 
The play begins with the Mayor and Aldermen c 
bating upon the problem of how they are to cm pi 
their votes most profitably ; but they are intcrrupi 
by Lord Place and Colonel Promise before they ht 
made up their minds. 

Mayor. My Lord, wc are sensible oF your great Po 
to serve this Corporation • and we do not doubt but 
shall feel the Efiect on't. 

L. Place. Gentlemen, you may depend on me ; I shal 
all in my Power, I shall do you some Services which 
not proper at present to mention to you ; in the m 
time, Mr, Mayor, give me leave to squeeze you by 
Hand, in assurance of my Sincerity. ^ 
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At this point Trapwit, the author, intervenes. 

Trap, You, Mr. that Act my Lord, Bribe a liltie more 
openly if you please, or the Audience will lose that Joke, 
andit^s one of the strongest in my whole Play. 

L. Tlace, Sir, I cannot possibly do it better at the 
Table. 

2"rap, Then get all up, and come forwards to the 
Front of the Stage. Now, you Gentlemen that Act the 
Mayor and Aldeimen, range your selves in a Line • and 
you, my Lord, and the Colonel, come to one End, and 
Bribe away with Right and Left. 

Lord l%ce and the Colonel are succeeded by 
Sir Harry and the 'Squire, whose bribes, though more 
indirect, are hardly less barefaced: — 

Mr. Alderman Stitch, your Bill is too reasonable, you 
certainly must lose by it : Send me in half a Dozen more 
Great-Coats, pray; my Setvants are the dirtiest Dogs! 
Mr. Damask, 1 believe you are afraid to tiust me, by 
those few Yards of Silk you sent my Wife — she likes the 
Pattern so extremely, she is resolvM to hang her Room 
with it — pray lei me have a hundred Yards of it ; 
1 shall want more of you — Mr. Timber — and you Mr. 
Iron, I shall get into your Books too. — 

That is Sir Harry's method, and this his probably not 
unjustified boast : — 

Give me thy Hand, Mayor; I hate Bribery and Corrup- 
tion : if the Corporation will not suffer it self to be 
bribed, there shall not be a poor Man in it. 

Fustian's ^ tragedy which is in blank verse of the 
Tom Thumb order, is less interesting. Firebrand 
(Priest of the Sun), the Lord Law, and the Lord 
Physic k are conspiring against Queen Common-Sense. 
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They learn that Queen Ignorance has invaded the 
country, 

With a vast Power from Italy and Fiance 
Of Singers, Fidlcis, Tumblers, and Rope-dancers, 

and decide to join her. Eventually Conimon-Sense 
is stabbed by Firebrand after a battle between the two 
armies, in which Ignorance's forces are successful. 
However, she reappears as a ghost and her enemies fly 
before her. The moral of Lhis‘EniblcmaticaT U'agedy 
is given by the Queen : — 

Religion, Law and Physick was design’d 
By Heaven the greatest Blessings on Mankind ; 

But Priests, and Lawyers, and Physicians made 
These general Goods to each a private Tiadc ; 

With each they rob, with each they fill their Puiscs, 
And turn our Benefits into our Curses. 

But there is more in Pas^uin than the satire of the 
two plays. It is a ‘ Rehearsal and some of the most 
amusing passages are provided by the wrangling ol 
the two authors, the caustic comments of the critical 
Siieerwell, and the remarks of the actors themselve: 
tn propriis personis. Fielding knew the I,ondor 
theatres intimately, before and behind the scenes, anc 
in his picture of the ‘ little things’ which the manager; 
and the dramatists had to cope with he was not exag 
gerating. At the very beginning it is discovered tha 
‘ the Gentleman who Plays the lirst Ghost is not ye 
up ; and when he is, he has got such a Church-yarc 
Cough, he will not be heard to the middle of tbe Pit’ 
There is no wine for the comedy and Trapwit has u 
send out for two pots of porter — ‘ put it into Bottles 
and it will do well enough A little later tbe acto 
taking Law in the Tragedy ‘ going without the Play 
House Passage, was taken up by a Lord Chief Justice' 
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Warrant and a Jew carries off one of Common- 
Sense’s maids of honour. There iivc oihci' con^re/(^^?^ps^ 
as when Coinmon''Sense appears as a ghost before she 
has been hilled, and it is impossible not to feel for 
Fustian when he unburdens himself to Sneerwell:— 

Indeed a Poet undergoes a great deal before he comes to 
his Third Night; first with the Muses, who are 
humoioiis Ladies, and must be attended; for if they 
take it into their Head at any time to go abroad and 
leave you, you will pump your Brain in vain i Then, Sir, 
with the Master of a Play-house to get it acted, whom 
you generally follow a quarter of a Yeavbefoie you know 
whether he will receive it or no; and then perhaps he 
tells you it won't do, and leturns it you again, leserving 
the Subject, and perhaps the Name, which he brings out 
in his next Pantomime; but if he should receive the 
Play, then you must attend again to get it writ out into 
paits, and Reheais'd. Well, Sir, at last the Rehearsals 
begin; then, Sir, begins another Scene of Trouble with 
the Actors, some of whom don't like the Parts, and all 
aie continually plaguing you with AlteratiOTS ; At 
length, after having waded thro' all these Difficulties, 
his Play appears on the Stage, where one Man hisses 
out of Resentment to the Author ; a Second out of 
Dislike to the House ; a Third out of Dislike to the 
Actor ; a Fourth out of Dislike to the Play ; a Fifth for 
the Joke sake ; a Sixth to keep all the rest in Company. 
Enemies abuse him, Friends give him up, the Play 
is damn'd, and the Author goes to the Devil, so ends 
the Farce, 

Tumble-Down Dkk : or, PAneton in the Suds 
described on the title-page as a ‘ Draiiiatick Enteitain- 
metit of Walking, in Serious and Foolish Characters: 
Interlarded with Burlesque, Grotesque, Comick Inter- 
ludes, call’d, Harlequin a Pick-Pocket. As it is 
Perform’d at the New Theatre in the Hay-Market. 



I 07)ZtC -Z-V T (4^ ft If (4 ^ J. y 

Being (tis hop’d) the last Entertainment that will 
ever be exhibited on any Stage. Invented by the 
Ingenious Monsieur Sans Esprit. The Musick com- 
pos'd by the Harmonious Signior Warblerini, And 
the Scenes painted by the Prodigious Mynheer Van 
Bottom-Flat.’ In short, it is a burlesque of the panto- 
mime; with particular reference to the pantomimes at 
Coveiu Garden and Lincoln’s Inn Fields, with which 
John Rich had been delighting the populace and 
horrifying the literary world for the previous twenty 
years. It is written with gusto, and some of the 
scenes have that peculiar combination of satirical 
audacity and absurdity which is Fielding’s hall-mark. 
There is a pleasant little episode in a J.P.’s parlour, 
discovering ‘ the Justice learning to Spell of an old 
School-Mistress ’, ‘ Pray, Sir,’ demands Ftistian (the 
same Fustian as in Pas^uin) of Machine (the author 
of the pantomime) , ‘ who are those Characters ’ ? ‘ Sir,’ 
Machine replies, ‘That’s a Justice of Peace; and the 
other is a School-Mistress, teaching the Justice to 
Spell ; for you must know. Sir, the Justice is a very 
ingenious Man, and a very great Scholar, but happen’d 
to have the Misfortune in his Youth never to learn to 
read.’ But on the whole Tumble-Down Dkk docs 
not make very entertaining reading to-day. The 
satire is too personal; we cannot recapture the extra- 
ordinary animosity that Rich inspired among the 
people of culture of his own day, from Pope down- 
wards, and the pantomime as we know it is a very 
different thing from its eighteenth-century ancestor. 
The greater part of Fielding’s topical satire still retains 
its point, because its victims are universal and omni- 
present. The corrupt politician and the inflated 
orator, like the poor, are with us always. But Tumble- 



Down Dick is the exception. It is merely topical, 
and it shares the fine of aU ephemera, 

EurydicCy though it was unsuccessful on its first 
production, is a decidedly more amusing piece. (Its 
failure provided Fielding with the subject of a clever 
]eu d esprit y Eurydice Hiss' dy or^ A fVord to the M^ise) 
The play begins brilliantly with a scene on the other 
side of the Styx, The ghost of Mr, Spindle, a beau 
of the court, is welcomed by the earlier deceased 
Captain Weazle to the nether regions. The conversa- 
tion turns to Pluto : 

Mr. Sph!. Well ; but what soit of a Fellow is the old 
Gcjitlemaii, the Devil, hey > 

Capl . Weap:., Is he ? Why a very pretty soi t of a G entlc- 
man, a very fine Gentleman ^ but, my Dear, you have 
seen him five hundied times already. The Moment 
I saw him here, 1 remeinbeied to have seen him shuffle 
Cards at White's and George's ; to have met him often on 
the Exchange and in the Alley, and never missed him in 
or about Westminster-Hall. 1 will introduce you to him. 

Mr. Spm, Ay do. And tell him I was hanged, that 
will lecommend me to him. 

Capt. Weaz, No, hanged, no ; then he will take you 
for a poor Rogue, a sort of People he abominates so, that 
there arc scarce any of them here. No, if you would 
recommend your self to him, tell him you deserved to be 
hanged, and was too great for the Law. 

It appears that the latest sensation in Hell is the arrival 
of ‘a very fine Singer, and his Name is Orpheus'. 
Mr. Spindle remembers him. ‘ Oh, ay ! he's an Italian. 
Signior Orplieo — I have heard him sing in the Opera 
in Italy. I suppose, when he goes back again they 
will have him in England/ Orpheus, as in the 
classical myth, has come to rescue Eurydice, But 
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unfortunately for him Eurydice is reluctant to return, 
though she is too much of the fine lady to say it in 
so many words. 

’Em'. You may depend too surely on your Eurydice, to 
doubt her consent to whatever would make you happy. 
But — it is a long way from hence to the other World ; 
and you know, by Expeiience, my Dear, I am an exceed- 
ingly bad Traveller. 

Orph. Pil carry you on my Shoulders. 

Eur. Oh dear Creature ! your shoulders would fail, 
indeed, they would. And if I should be taken sick on 
the Road, what should I do ? Indeed in this World, 
I might make a tolcrabie shift • but on the other side the 
river Styx, if I was fainting, no publick House dare sell 
me a Dram. 

Pluto takes Orpheus’s part and Proserpine stands 
up for Eurydice, and there is an impasse until it is 
agreed that Eurydice shall go, but that she may 
return if Orpheus looks back on her. The conclusion 
is a pleasant variation of the old story. They get as 
far as Charon, when Eurydice cries out, ‘Help, help, 
I shall be drowned, I shall be drowned’. Orpheus, 
of course, turns round to rescue her, and she escapes 
jubilantly from him. 

The Historical Register, For the Year 17^6 is 
certainly Fielding’s dramatic masterpiece. The satire 
is more trenchant, the dialogue is more incisive, the 
fantasy is more effective, than in the earlier plays. 
But the first impression is one of bewilderment. The 
construction is so topsy-turvy and disconnected that it 
is easier to consider the different episodes as uncon- 
nected entries in a non-dramatic ‘Register’ than as 
the parts of a dramatic whole. From this aspect the 
piece will be seen to have a unity, that of a consistent 



point of view and method, of its own. The scheme 
is similar to that of Pas^uin. The play is a rehearsal, 
Medley is the author, and Sowrwit and Lord Dapper 
are two spectators. 

The prologue is an ‘Ode to the New Year ’parodying 
Cibber’s efforts as poet laureate. 

This is a Day in Days of Yore, 

Our Fathers never saw before : 

This is a Day, ’tis one to ten. 

Our Sons will never sec again. 

The first scene is an ideal island which is evidently 
intended to represent England, ‘ the Island of Coisica, 
being at present the chief Scene of Politicks of all 
Europe \ Five politicians are sitting round a table 
discussing the foreign policy : — 

a Fo/h, These mighty Preparations of the Turks aie 
certainly designM against some Place or other ^ now, 
the Question is, What Place they are designM against ? 
And^at is a Question which I cannot answer. 

3 PolH. But it behoves us to be upon our Guard. 

4 PolH. It does, and the Reason is, because we know 
nothing of the matter. 

a Polit, You say right, it is easy for a Man to guard 
against Dangers which he knows of, but to guard against 
Dangers which no Body knows oi, requires a very great 
Politician. 

They then turn to the financial situation: 

5- Po/ft* Hang foreign Affairs, let us apply ourselves 

to Money» 

Qinnes. Ay, ay, ay. 

At this point they are interrupted by Medley. ‘ Gentle- 
men, that over again — ^and be sure to snatch hastily 
at the Money ; you’re pretty Politicians truly.’ They 
decide at first to tax learning, but later change it to 
ignorance. ‘ Learning being the Property but of a 



very few, and those poor ones too, I am afraid wt 
can get little among them ; whereas Ignorance will 
take in most of the great fortunes in the Kingdom.’ 

The second scene changes abruptly to ‘ an Auctioi 
Room, a Pulpit and Forms plac’d, and several People 
walking about, some seated near the Pulpit’. Mr. Her 
the auctioneer (a palpable take-off of the notoriou; 
Christopher Cock) is disposing of a ‘ Catalogue o 
Curiosities which was collected by the indefatigable 
Pains of that celebrated Virtuoso, Peter Humdrun 
Esej.’ It includes a ‘ most curious Remnant of Politica 
Honesty’ (which is knocked down for five pounds) 
‘ a most delicate Piece of Patriotism ’ (for which there 
are no bidders), ‘Three Grains of Modesty’, ‘One 
Bottle of Courage, formerly in the Possession o 
Lieutenant Colonel Ezekiel Pipkin, Citizen, Alderraar 
and Tallowchandler ’ (which goes for five shillings) 
a ‘ very neat clear Conscience which has been won 
by a judge, and a Bishop’, and ‘a very comsiderabh 
Quantity of Interest at Court’ (the bidding is brisl 
and goes to a thousand pounds). Finally for ‘the 
Cardinal Virtues’ eighteen pence is bid under the im 
oression that it is a cardinal’s virtues. ‘ I thought yoi 
lad said a Cardinal’s Virtues, ’Sblood Sir, I thought « 
lave bought a Pennyworth; here’s Temperance anc 
Chastity, and a Pack of Stuff that I would not give 
three Farthings for ? ’ 

With equal abruptness the auction comes to an enc 
and the two Cibbers are introduced under the name, 
of Ground-Ivy ( ~ Colley) and Pistol ( = Theophilus) 
They are ridiculed sufficiently thoroughly and thei 
places are taken by ‘ four Patriots from different Doors 
who meet in the Center and shake Hands ’. (Thi 
‘ Patriots ’ were, in the cant of the day, the combinet 



Tories and discontented Whigs who made up iheopposi- 
tioii to Walpole.) They are not treated much more 
handsomely than the politicians of the first scene:— 

1 'Pair. I desire to ask you all one Question, 

Are we not a Set of miserable poor Dogs ? 

Ormjes, Ay, ay. 

3 Fair. That we are sure enough, that no body will 
deny. 

E7iier Quidam. 

Yes, Sir, I deny it \j^ll start, 1 Nay, Gentle- 
men, let me not disturb you, Ibeg you will all sit down, 
I am come to diink a glass with you — Can Corsica be 
poor while there is this in it ? 

[Lajfs a Purse 07i the Table 

They accept Quidam's bribes and there is a dance, 
the inner meaning of which is explained to Sowrwit 
by Medley: 

Sir, every one of these Patriots have a Hole in their 
Pockets, as Mi. Quidam the Fiddler there knows, so that 
he intends to make them dance till all the Money is 
falPn through, which he will pick up again, and so not 
lose one Half-penny by his Generosity ; so fai from it, 
that he will get his Wine for nothing, and the poor 
People, alas ! out of their own Pockets, pay the whole 
Reckoning. This, Sir, I think is a very pretty Panto- 
mime Trick, and an ingenious Burlesque on all the 
Fourberies which the great Lun has exhibited in all his 
Entertainments. 

With this audacious fling at Walpole (Quidam is 
easily recognizable) The Historical Register comes to 
an end. 


iii 

Fielding is the most concrete of our novelists. He 
had a typically eighteenth-century contempt for 
abstractions and abstract thinkers. (Swift's picture of 



the Laputaii metaphysicians and Doctor Johnson’s 
disproof of Berkeley will be remembered.) But 
the trait appears in Fielding in an acute form. His 
intolerance was not, as it was to some extent with 
Swift, a matter of fashion; it was due to a certain 
unsuspected blind spot in himself He had a healthy, 
an almost unequalled, appetite for particulars, but as 
a consequence he could not see very far beyond them. 
Except in a rudimentary way, he could not generalize. 
The character of Blifil in Tom Jones is perhaps the 
most striking example of his helplessness in the face 
of an abstract quality, but the deficiency is obvious in 
all his writings. As a result, the philosophy of Fielding 
is hardly a philosophy at all. It is a hand-to-mouth 
affair, including only two permanent convictions; 
the first a boundless confidence in ‘ good intentions 
(a euphemism for the instincts); the second a distrust 
of ‘hypocrisy’ (a convenient label for what he did 
not understand). 

Fielding’s concreteness is the source of his peculiar 
strength. There has never been any one who has 
represented the surface of life so faithfully, so lovingly, 
so plausibly. He has only to be presented with some- 
thing tangible, something definite — it may be the 
smiling face of the landlady of a country inn, or it 
may be some palpable abuse such as Walpole’s bribery ; 
and his style immediately takes on a new vigour and 
alertness, the page suddenly comes to life. The pecu- 
liarity is also the explanation of his limitations. It 
provides the reason, for one thing, why his comedies 
are so much less successful than his burlesques. 
Restoration comedy (at least as it was practised by 
Wycherley, Etherege, and Congreve) was an abstract 
form of literature ; it moved, under the mask of a 



portrayal of contemporary society, in the heaven of 
the uiiiversals. In attempting to reproduce this form 
of comedy Fielding was merely groping in the dark. 
It was a foreign language to him ; he did not under- 
stand it. Burlesque, on the other hand, came down 
to earth. It set up Aunt Sallies that any one, who 
had his eyes open and a steady hand, could not fail 
to knock down. Fielding rushed upon them with a 
whoop of delight, like Don Quixote on the windmills, 
and the result is that his burlesques, if the satire and 
irony are never very subtle, have the indisputable 
merits of sincerity, gusto, and vigour. They are real. 
The comedies are only make-believe. 

The most serious blemish in Fielding’s novels is 
their failure to achieve impersonality. The point has 
been well put by Leslie Stephen in what is still the 
most acute criticism of Fielding — the essay in Hours 
in a Library. ‘ Fielding will not efface himself; he 
is always present as chorus; he tells us what moral 
we ought to draw ; he overflows with shrewd remai'ks, 
given in their most downright shape, instead of 
obliquely suggested through the medium of anecdotes ; 
he likes to stop us as we pass through his portrait- 
gallery ; to take us by the button-hole and expound 
his views of life and his criticisms of things in general. 
His remarks are often so admirable that we prefer 
the interpolations to the main current of narrative. 
Whether the plan is the best must depend upon the 
idiosyncrasy of the author; but it goes some way to 
explain one problem, over which Scott puzzles him- 
self; namely, why Fielding’s plays arc so inferior to 
his novels. Thei’e are other reasons, external and 
internal ; but it is at least clear that a man who can 
never retire behind his puppets is not in the dramatic 



frame of mind. He is always lecturing where a 
dramatist must be content to pull the wires. Shake- 
speare is really as much in his plays as Fielding in his 
novels ; but he does not let us know it, whereas the 
excellent Fielding seems to be quite incapable of 
hiding his broad shoulders and lofty stature behind 
his little puppet-show.’ It is obvious that the source 
of this peculiarity of Fielding’s was again his imprison- 
ment in the concrete. He lived in a world of particu- 
lars, and the only meaning he could extract from them 
was in their immediate effect upon himself. He was 
an egocentric, not from choice but by nature. The 
idiosyncracy provides an additional explanation of the 
inferiority of the comedies to the burlesques. Comedy 
is an impersonal form; it has no individual predi- 
lections or inhibitions ; it is anonymous. The force 
behind comedy (I mean the classical comedy of a 
Jonson, a Congreve, or a Moll^re) is not this or that 
author, but the ideal of stability, of a norm, which is 
inherent in the social group to which the dramatist 
belongs. Burlesque, especially the peculiar type of 
burlesque (the ‘ Dramatick Satire ’) invented by Field- 
ing, is also based upon an ideal of social responsibility, 
but its attractiveness for Fielding lay in the fact that 
it admitted the personal factor, his own crotchets and 
fancies, as well. In each of his burlesques (except 
Tom Thumbs where the footnotes take its place) 
there is a central character, or group of characters, 
that acts as a commentator upon the play as it pro- 
gresses. In The Author's Farce it is Luckless, the 
‘ Master of the Show in Pas^uin it is the trio of 
Trapwit, Fustian, and Sneerwell ; in Tumhle-Dovon 
Tick it is Machine; in The Historical Register it is 
Medley. It is impossible not to see in these characters 









a device which would permit Fielding to indulge in 
the same comments and interpolations he was later to 
employ (with less justification, it seems to me) in the 
novels. They were a safety valve. In everything 
but name they were ipstssimus Henry Fielding. 



VIIT 

CONCLUSION 


i 

I T has been customary to speak of the ‘decadence ’ 
of the English drama in the eighteenth, century. 
The word is ugly, and, indeed, in the last analysis 
unintelligible. Is it ever possible to affix a precise 
meaning in literary history to a metaphor from the 
physical world ? In a sense an empire may decay ; 
out a literature, because it is not an organism but a 
collection of individual talents, can only be more or 
less good or bad, more or less original or imitative. 
The eighteenth-century critics, with more logic, pre- 
ferred to speak of a ‘ decline In 1713 John Dennis, 
with all his faults of temper the only important literary 
critic between Dry den and Johnson, is to be found 
remarking that ‘ Arts and Learning have, of late, 
sensibly, if not precipitately, declin’d. Never did .such 
a Crowd of ill Plays . . . appear in so short a Time.’ 
And he adds that in the preceding ten years there had 
not been a single comedy that was ‘ worth one far- 
thing ’. 

There may be disputes of words, but there can 
be no disputing the facts. In 1700 English comedy 
might have seemed to be in the dawn of a golden 
age. Dryden and Wycherley were still alive; Con- 
greve, Vanbrugh, Farquhar, and Cibber had recently 
made their brilliant debuts ; and Steele and Mrs. Cent- 
livre were writing their first plays. By 17x5- it hac 
proved to have been a false dawn. Congreve anc 
Vanbrugh had been silent for twenty years; Steeh 
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was retiring into Wales ; Farquhar and Mrs. Centlivre 
were dead; and Cibber, the only survivor of the 
giant race before the flood, was about to dwindle into 
a poet laureate. In the places of the older writers 
there were only Gay and Carey, both of them ‘ more 
of a silver penny than a man ’, and a few mediocrities. 
(Fielding’s first play only appeared in i^i8.) In 
i7j-o the process had culminated and, with the ex- 
ception of Foote, there was not a single dramatist 
writing of even the third rank. 

Thy hand, great Anarch ! lets the curtain fall, 

And universal Darkness buries All. 

Is it possible to explain this state of affairs ? Partly, 
no doubt, it was just chance, the accident that between 
Farquhar and Goldsmith no man or woman of speci- 
fically dramatic genius happened to be born into the 
English-speaking world. But fttndamentally it was 
due to a change, in its turn the result of wider political 
and economic changes, in the character of the theatrical 
audiences. They were noticeably less select than they 
had been at the Restoration. The courtiers of William 
and Anne and the Georges were of a different stamp 
from those of Charles and James. They were more 
interested in politics than in the theatre, diplomats 
rather than litterateurs, and the satellites and parasites 
of the cotirt followed in their wake. On the other 
hand, a taste for the theatre had spread into the city. 
Aldermen and merchants, with their apprentices and 
their wives, began to come to plays more and more 
regularly. They no longer found themselves ridiculed 
upon the stage, at any rate less often and less brutally, 
and if their morality had become less strict (a citizen 
told Farquhar that ‘however Pious we may appear to 
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be at home, yet we never go to that end of the Town 
but with an intention to be Lewd ’) the immorality of 
the theatre was also less patent. Dennis counted 
‘ three sorts of People now in our Audiences . . . who 
were unheard of in the Reign of King Charles the 
Second They were younger brothers ‘ who had 
been kept at home, by reason of the pressure of the 
Taxes ’ ; profiteers ‘ who made their Fortunes in the 
late' war ’ ; and the foreigners who were every year 
coming to London in larger and larger numbers. 
Dennis’s statements are confirmed by Lord William 
Grimston (that ‘ booby Lord ’ upon whose single 
comedy, The Laveyei^s Fortune, a reluctant immor- 
tality has been conferred by the ridicule of Swift and 
Pope and Steele), who makes his Sprightly say that 
the audiences ‘ for the most part are ill-breed Citizens, 
Jews, and Merchants’ Prentices 

One consequence of this invasion of the theatre 
by the city was that comedy, the intellectual ant 
sophisticated plaything of the court, was being gradu 
ally supplanted, on the one side by the Italian opera 
on the other by the pantomime, the farce, and th 
ballad opera- The process has been described b 
Pope in the Epistle to Augustus : — 

What dear delight to Britons Farce affords ! 

Ever the taste of Mobs, but how of llords j 
(Taste, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from cars to eyes).' 

The Play stands still j damn action and discourse, 
Back fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse ; 
Pageants and Pageants, in long order drawn, 

Peers, Heralds, Bishops, Ermine, Gold and Lawn •, 

’ The alludon is explained by Warbnrton’s note. ^ Fr 
Plays to Operas, and fiom Opeias to Pantojnimes,’ 



The Champion too ! and, to complete the jest, 

Old Edward’s Armour beams on Cibber’s bieast. 

Another consequence of the decline of the theatre in 
prestige was that the better writers began to avoid it. 
Probably the half-dozen most important literary figures 
between i^oo and were Swift, Pope, Deibc, 

Addison, Richardson, and Fielding. Of the six, 
Fielding, of course, was a dramatist, though he practi- 
cally abandoned the theatre before he was in his 
thirties; but the others are only might-have-beens. 
Addison’s single comedy, The Drummer, a slight thing 
but exceptionally charming and well put together, is 
suflicient evidence of what he might have done in 
comedy. Pope, who had a share in Three Hours after 
Marriage (a farce more often calumniated than read) 
would not, I fancy, have ever made a great dramatist. 
But what of Swift and Defoe ? I like to imagine 
Swift’s unwritten comedies — something between Hoi- 
pone and Troths and Cressida, the playthings of an 
exasperated idealism. As for Defoe, he might well 
have been a kind of Thomas Heywood, better, no 
doubt, but still another ‘ prose Shakespeare And 
then there is Richardson? But these are problems 
which might admit, like Sir Thomas Browne’s, of a 
wide solution. 


ii 

The change in the composition of the spectators in 
the theatre did not, as a matter of fact, stamp out 
comedy altogether. It survived in an enfeebled and 
different form. The measure of the differenee between 
the typical comedy of the Restoration and the typical 
comedy of the eighteenth century may be said to be 



148 Comic Drama., 1700-1750 

the difference between ‘ fantasy ’ and ‘ sentiment ’• 
But the advent of sentimentalism (which is, of course, 
connected with the increasingly bourgeois clement in 
the audiences), though it may show why eighteenth- 
century comedy was diflPcrent from that of the 
Restoration, does not explain its inferiority. There 
is nothing essentially false or essentially second-rate 
in the conception of sentimental comedy, ft ireed 
only be feeble in feeble hands. The failure of 
eighteenth-century comedy, so far as it can he ex- 
plained at all, was not primarily the fault of the 
dramatists but of the conditions In which they wrote. 
The point was made some years ago by William 
Archer in his extremely stimulating survey Tbe Old 
Drama and the iVetw, but it has not received the 
attention it merits. 

Archer attributed the stagnation of the drama of 
the eighteenth century to ‘ material conditions ’. The 
theatres, he believed, wei'e too large and the lighting 
too dim. ‘ A subtler art of imitation demanded smaller 
theatres and better methods of lighting : and in neither 
of these directions did any advance take place. The 
drama was confined by royal letters patent to the 

houses twain 

Of Covent Garden and of Diury Lane, 

with the Haymarket to fill the gap of the summei 
vacation. The patent houses were rebuilt severa 
times, but always larger, not smaller. Being lit ex 
cliisively by candles, they were dim caverns in com 
parison even with the gas-lighted playhouses of th 
nineteenth century ; while the exquisite regulation c 
lights rendered possible by electricity and other moder 
illuminantswasendrelyundreamt of TheElizabetha 
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platform-stage survived in the shape of a large ‘ apron ’ 
jutting out into the atiditoriuni beyond the curtain 
line ; and actoi's, in order to be thoroughly well heard 
and seen, habitually moved to the front of this apron, 
relinquishing all attempt to live, as it were, within 
the picture. Exaggeration then, whether comic or 
tragic, was necessarily the order of the day. The 
optics and acoustics of the theatre imperatively de- 
manded it. Why should playwrights attempt a faithful 
reproduction of real character in its real environment, 
when they knew that the mechanism of the playhouse 
rendered such a thing impossible ? ’ 

Archer was certainly mistaken in describing the 
theatres of the earlier part of the century as large. 
They were minute. Farquhar speaks (in A Discourse 
upon Comedy) of ‘ five hundred saucy People ’ as a 
crowded audience; and the dimensions of Wren’s 
Drury Lane arc those of a modern tennis court. But 
his indictment of the lighting and the ‘ apron ' was 
reasonable. And his conclusion, that exaggeration 
was the order of the day, was undeniably justified. 
He did not, however, face one fact: the fact that the 
successes of Wycherley, Ethcrege,Vanbrugh, and Con- 
greve were obtained under precisely these ‘ material 
conditions ’. If they are great dramatists, why might 
not their successors have been so too ? Archer’s 
fundamental mistake, in all his dramatic criticism, was 
that he leaned too securely on the standards of the 
realistic drama of his age. He was not able to realize 
that there have been two dramas in English : the 
artificial or poetic, and the naturalistic ; that they do 
not flourish within the same ‘ material conditions ’ ; 
and that you cannot measure Congreve by the tape of 
Mr. Galsworthy. The artificial comedy of Congreve 
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and his contemporaries was born out of the crude and 
convention-ridden tlieatrc of their time. 

But Archer was right all the same about the 
eighteenth century. In its intentions the eighteenth- 
century drama, with some obvious exceptions, was 
demanding, though only half consciously, a better 
lighting, a better scenery, and a more suitable stage. 
It was, as we have seen in connexion with its senti- 
inencalisin, radically naturalistic. The tragedy is that, 
though it had outgrown the material conditions of the 
artificial drama of the seventeenth century, it was still 
compelled to put its new wine into those old bottles. 
Its history is that of the strangling of a tentative, 
still embryonic realism by an obsolete technique. 
And the apron and tlie candle-lighting were not the 
only embarrassments of the dramatist of the eighteenth 
century. He had to face the problems imposed by 
a gradually more elaborate and more expensive system 
ol scenery. He had, that is to say, to reduce drasti- 
cally the number of his scenes. And, as a consequence, 
he had to find soi^nething to take the place of the 
rapid movement which the Elizabethans had obtained 
by their quickly changing scenes. The modern 
dramatist has found this in the climax and the tableau 
ending. But these things are the otfspring of the 
curtain, and the eighteenth century refused to use 
its curtain. (The curtain was raised after the pro- 
logue had been spoken, and was not lowered again 
until after the epilogue.) 

The conclusion seems to be that the normal develop- 
ment of the comic drama of the eighteenth century, 
through sentimentalism to realism, was delayed and 
partially frustrated by the obsolete ‘ machinery ’ of 
the theatres. An original genius might have over- 



iddeii die obstacles it imposed. Bat the typical 
iramatists of the century — the Steeles and Lillos, the 
Holmans and Cumberlands — with their technique bor- 
•owed from one world and their heart in another, 
were between the devil and the sea, and the conse- 
quence was the confiision and comparative failure of 
tncir plays. The dramatists who were most successful 
were not typical at all. They were either ‘ sports 
like Gay and Fielding, or, like Sheridan ana Gold- 
smith, were content to return to the traditions of the 
previous century. The comedy of the century, so 
far as it was a homogeneous movementlike Elizabethan 
and Restoration comedy, was never more than second- 
rate. 



